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FOHN, LORD GOWWER, 


BARON OF STITTENHAM. 


. . n — 
—— — 4 
a—_— 


uy LORD, 


[ YOUR Lordship's known candour and humanity 
| were never more conspicuous, than when you conde- 


xended to promote the interest of the following tra- 


| gfy, An imperſect essay] at first attempted only 


foro private amusement, and formed on the model 
of the ancient Greek drama; but I was afierwards 
prevailed upon by my friend Mr. Southern's impor- 


 tunily, to bring it on the Stage. The uncommon 
nccest which it met with there, I have not the vanity 


to axcribe to any merit in the play; but owe it purely 


| the general disposition of the town, to give a kind 


neption to whatever comes recommended with your 


 Lirdship's protection. Let your goodness, my Lord, 


indulge the ambition I have that it should now ap- 
prar in the world under your patronage ; and allow 
ne the honor of ever being, with the most perſect 


_ Uleem and gratitude— 


My Lord, 
Your Lordship's 
Most obliged, and 
Most obedient servant, 
ELA FENTON. 
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Written by a FRIEND, 


THEN breathing statues mould ring waste away, 
And tombs, unfaithful to their trust, decay; 
The muse recalls the suffering good to fame, 
Or wales the prosp'rous villain into Shame 
To the tern tyrant gives fictitious power, 

To reign the retless monarch of an hour. 


| Obedient to ber call, this night appears 
Great Herod rising from a length of years : 
A name enlarged with titles not his own, 
Serwvile to mount, aud savage on the thro : 
Whose bold ambition trembling Fewry ⁊ic , 
In blood of half ber royal race imbru'd. 

But now reviving in the British scene, 

He looks majestic with a milder mien : 

Hes features goflen d with the deep distress 
Of love, made greatly wretched by excess ; 
From lust of poxuer to jealous fury tost, 

We shew the tyrant in the lower lost. 


If no compassion, when his crimes are aucigl A, 
Ts his ul-fated fondness must be paid, 


eh, 


PROLOGUE. | y 


r | | 
| ter, ye fair! and 5ee with pitying eyes 


ie bright, affited, Mariamne rite. 

No fancy'd tale; our opening scenes disclose 

Hidorich truth, and well with real woes. 

fuful in virtuous grief the Queen appears, 
Jud strong the eloquence of royal tears. 


| hen let ber fate your kind attention raise, 


bote perfect charms were but her second praize : 
lrauty and virtue your protection claim; 


ive tears to beauty, and to virtue fame, 
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Tramatis Pertonae, 
 COVENT- GARDEN. 
| Men. 

Hzzod the Greet Mr. Smith, 
His young Son. | 
PREZORAS, the King's Brother Mr. Gardae, 
SonEMUs, first Minister Mr. Bend, 
NAR RAL, a Lord of the Queen's Party - Mr. Clarke. 
HazEROTH, a young Lord related to the 
js Queen. 
PR ᷣ ᷣ - <<: ˙ ᷣ Mr. Bak 
SAMEAS, the King's Cup-bearer - ir. Davis. 


FrAam1Nnivs, a Roman General 


Mr. Wrought, 


. Nomen. 
MANIANHE E . „„ 
SALOME, the King's Sister Miss Shirman, 


An SINOFE, chief Attendant on the Queen - Mrs. Maitocis 


Guards, Messengers, Attendants. 


Sclx R, a Room of State in Herod's Palace at Jernsalen. | 
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ARIAMNE. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
at —— ————_— | 

Fntcr PHERORAS, NARBAL, and SOHEMUS, 


Pberoras. 

Tus morning in her richest purple rob'd, 
Smiles with auspicious lustre on the day 
Which brings my royal brother back from Rhodes, 
Confirm'd in empire by the general voice 
0f Cæsar and the Senate. 

Var. This bless'd day 
ſn latest annals shall distinguish'd shine, 
dered to majesty, and dear to love: 
Tue same which saw the royal lovers march 
In nuptial pomp, revolving, now restores 
Herod to N Iariarnne, and his crown. 

Hie. Fortune at length to merit grows a friend; 
Or fate ordain'd the happiest stars to shed 
Their influence on his birth; or sure, since Rome, 
With civil C:3cord rent, so oft hath chang'd 
Her own great lords (as bleeding conquest rais'd, 
Or sunk the doubtful balance), we had shar'd 
Tae same vicissitudes of restless power. 

Jar. Herod avoid the dear respect he bore 


2 MARIAMNP, 

To Antony, and dropp'd a generous tear 

To grace his ruins, 

Ppber. Yes, and Cæsar sat 

Pensive and silent; in his anxious breast, 
Perhaps, revolving, that, of all his train, 
Who proudly wanton in his mounted rays, 
Cay, flutt'ring insects of a summer noon, 
How few would bear the wintry storms of fate 


At length, he smiling rose, receiv'd the crown 


From Herod's hand, and plac'd it on his brow, 
Crying, shine there! for Cæsar cannot find 
A worthier head to wear thee. 

Sobe. From the grace 
Of such a victor to receive a crown, 
With such peculiar attributes of fame, 
Confers more glory than a chronicle 
Of scepter'd ancestors. 
Pber. Narbal, your care 
Will see due honours to the day discharg'd. 
Let the shrill trumpet's cheerful note injoin 
A general feast ; and joy, with loud acclaim, 
Through all the streets of Solyma resound. 
Let steams of grateful incense cloud the sky, 


Till the rich fragrance reach the utmost bounds 


« Of Herod's empire. Let each smiling brow 
« Wear peaceful olive, whilst the virgin choirs 


* Warbling his praise, his paths with flow'rs perfume, 
* Who guards Judea with the shield of Rome.“ 


[Exit Narbil, | 


gelte. : wy Lord, the province you 've assign d agree 
Wich Narbal's talents; none is better form'd 
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441. MARIAMNE. 2 

To gild the pageant of a gaudy day: 

He's nobly born, and popularly vain, 

Rare tinsel stuſf t* adorn a room of state 

But in the counsel, where the public care 
Pher, In that high sphere you, Sohemus, alone 

Must ever shine: and may your wisdom raise 

Your master's fortune, to divide the globe 

With this new Cesar; and no longer sway 

A short, precarious sceptre, which must shake 


With each tempestuous gust that blows from Rome.” 


obe. With blushes I must hear you call me wise, 
When one impassion'd woman can destroy 
My surest plans, and with a sigh blow down 
The firmest fabric of deliberate thought. 
Heavens! that a King consummate for a throne, 
S0 wise in council, and so great in arms, | 
Should, after nine long years, remain a slave, 
Because his wife is fair! “ What art thou, beauty, 
Whose charm makes sense and valour grow as tame 


As a blind turtle?“ . 


Pher, Is thy wisdom proof | 
Against the blandishments of warm desire? 
It ill defends thee from Arsinoe's charms : 
The sullen sweetness of a down-cast eye, 
A feign d unkindness, or a just reproach, 
Breath d in a sigh, and soften'd with a tear, 
Would make thy rigid marble melt like snow 
On the warm bosom of the youthful spring. 
5:he, In thoughtless youth, gay nature gives the rein 
To love, and bids him urge the full earcer : 
But Herod Should restrain his head-strong course, 


Yo | 
Now reason is mature. 

Pher. He never can; | 
For Mariamne, with superior charms, 
Triumphs o'er reason; in her look she bears 
A paradise of ever-blooming sweets; 
Fair as the first idea beauty prints 
On the young lover's soul; © a winning grace 
« Guides every gesture, and obsequious love 
« Attends on all her steps; for majesty 
« Streams from her eye, to each beholder's heart, 
« And 
Who would not live her slave —Nor is her mind 
Form'd with inferior elegance—By her, 
So absolute in every grace, we guess 
Wbat essence angels have. 

Sohe. Who can admire 
The brightest angel, when his hand unsheatlies 
The vengeful sword, or with dire pestilence 
Unpcople's nations? If Death sits enthron'd 
In the soft dimple of a damask cheek, 
He thence can aim his silent dart as sure 
As from the wrinkle of a tyrant's frown : 
And that's our case. Yet, with a lover's eye, 
You view the gay malignance that wall blast 
Both you and all your friends. 

Pher. We sure may praise | 
The snake that glitters in her summer pride, 
And yet beware the sting. 

Sole. But low in dust | 
Crush the " apy basilisk, or else she kills 
Whate'er her eye commands Vou need, my lord, 


MARIAMRE. 
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inspire. 


ye 


| Of half my life 1s told, 


Anost unpleasing message for the queen. 


1. MARIAMNE. | 
No clearer light than this, by which to read 


The purpose of my soul. 


Pher. Tho' tis obscure, 
Ir strikes like lightning, that with fear confounds 
The pale night-wanderer, whilst it shews the path. 
You, Sohemus, have cause to think the queen 
Charges the taking off her uncle's head 
To your advice ; and gladly would atone 


| Fer kindred blood with yours: revenge still glows, 


Though hid in treacherous embers; and you 'il feel 
The dire effect, whene'er occasion breathes 
Agale to waken and foment the flame. 


nut I, unpractis d i in th' intrigues of courts, 
And disciplin'd in camps, will not supply, 
a Increase of fuel to these home-bred jars : 


„J hope the king will see them soon suppress'd ; 
« Or care succeeding care will ever tread 
The circle of his crown.“ 
He. If to pursue 
The safest measures to secure his throne, 
Shall irritate the queen to make me fall 
Auctim to her rage, the conscious pride 


| (ftaving acted what the king ordain'd— 


Enter Messenger with à leiter to Pheroras. 
Wil yet support me. I is not worth my care, 


Whether the trembling hand of age must shake 
| Fromthe frail glass my last remaining sand, 


or fortune break the phial, ere che sum 


her. Tis from the king : 


12 MARIAMNE, 


421 

Sore, * iy I, my lord, partake ? 

Pher. The infant prince 
Must live an hostage of the league at Rome: 
Casar hath sent a minister of trust, 
With guards to wait him. This, perhaps, the king 
Hath kept conceal'd, that his return might calm 
The afflicted queen, and soften the surprise. 

Sabe. Names he, my lord, the general to whose c 
The prince must be consign'd ? 

Pher. Rome could not choose, 
For that high charge, a nobler delegate 
Than wy Flaminius ; for a bolder hand 

Never flew her conquering eagles at their prey. 
We in the Parthian wars together learn'd | 
c The rudiments of arms; the summer sun 
r Hath seen our marches measur'd by his own: 
In battle so intrepid, that he shew'd 
« An appetite of danger.“ Oft I've heard 
The weary veterans, resting on their spears, 
£wear, by the gods and majesty of Rome, 
They blush'd with indignation, to behold 
The garland of the war, by partial fate, 
Transferr'd from their's, to grace a stripling's brow- 
But I with Narbal will prevail, t impart 
This most ungrateful order to the queen. [Ext 


Enter SALOME. 


. T hope, my lord, young Hazeroth's affront 
— not pass unrecented ? 
Sohe, I've dispatch'd 


A message to the king: th* account I gave 
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42 1. MARIAMNE, 13 
Imported nothing but severest truth; 


yet wittiest malice scarce could feign a roll 
| of keener calumnies. 


« Sal, He mention'd me 
« Sobhe. Traduc a you basely, by the opprobrious 
name 
« Of Idumæan spinster, in degree 


The third descendant of an Heathen dave, 
* | « Who kept Apollo's temple. 

| © Sal. The king's veins 
4 Hold the same blood, whatever is the source; z 
And if the wretch survives that vile reproach, 
The king 's a slave indeed. What was your crime? 


« Sobe. He said, by my sole counsels were destroy'd 
« All of the royal Asmonæan race, | 


|| © Whom justice made the victims of tlie state; 
Whose injur'd discontented ghosts too long 


Had cry d revenge! but should not cry in vain : 


Then half unsheath'd his sabre.“ 

Sal. That vain boy 

Zelieves his near relation to the queen, 
Exempts his haughty youth from all restraint.“ 


He's Mariamne's echo, and repeats 
But half her menaces. 
debe. What time more fit 
Jo put her threats in act, than when the king 
flies with redoubled ardour to her arms? 
Psion n proves with absence; and b. s heart, 


soft and passive to the power of love, 
Will then be vacant only to lis queen. 


3 


14 MARIANNE, 43[ 
Fortune of late a glorious scene discios'd, 

But soon enatcl!'d back the visionary joy. 

The blissful hour is past—Curs'd, doubly curs'd 
Be this boy emperor, who tamely spar'd 

The warrac*t friend that Antony could boast ! 
Had Iſerod perish'd by his vengeful sword, 

I soon had sent (for so he left in charge) 

His queen, the worshipp'd idol cf his soul, 

T attend him to the shade Clouds of 
Now terminate gur view ! 

Sal. Can you discern | 
No glimmerinq hope? Thong? dim, the distant ray 
May sei ve to steer our course. 

Sche. The king will send 
His son for hostage, to reside in Rome. 


O 
Sal. Were trippie thunder vollied at the queen, 


4 
. 


It could not rend her bleeding bosom more 
Than such a mess: Se. 
Seve, At this little sbork, 

Discord may Ii tt 
TY in:perious queer, periups, will edge her tongue 
With e resentments {or ker ruin'd race: 

« For 't is Ut innrmity of noblest minds, 
«© When railicd with an une x pected woe, 


Her C1 --DOTNAS torch : 


& To speak what settled prudence wouid conceil; 
As the vex d ocean, working in a storm, 
Okt brings to light tie wrecks, 


6 4 


1a distrust, perhaps to hate; 


which long hy cali 
In the dark bogom of the secret deep. 

From such reproach, his pointed joy may change 
To coldxess: 


14 T. 
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12 1. MARIANMNE. . 


Ind their high souls, that now, like friendly stars, 
\lincling their beams, in mutual ardour shine, 
ln fiercest opposition then will thwart 
fach others influence, and divide the court: 
Then, m:schict, to thy work 
Sal. In me you ll find 
| A ure assistant: Shall Pheroras join ? 
gabe. I'd fly him at the quarry, but I fear 
| He'd check if other game should cross the flight: 
« He scorns dissimulation, nor perceives 
That nature never meant simplicity | 
try | « Agrace to charm in courts:” he serves the crown 
With such a blind disinterested zeal, 
Hes even proud to obey, 
| bal. Let him enjoy 
en, | Hicold-complexion'd principles, and fall 
A traitor to himself. 
|  dtbe, O, Princess! born | 
To bless the world with a long progeny 
Of future heroes; © and renew the strain 


3'd 


air 


002" | * Of yalour, which the softness of your sex 
* Unspirited at first! so great a soul 
Deserves, and sure is destin'd to a throne ! 
But hark 
ceal; Sal. The Queen's approaching; She repairs 
To sacrifice. 
y ce] Jobe. I is best we both retire. [ Exeunt, 
nge Euter MARIAMNE and ARSINOE. 


Mari. The Princess and her friend were unprepar'd 
B ij 


16  MARIAMNE., 401 


To pay the decencies the day requires: 
„ The most unpractis'd in the courtier's art, 


e And they who hate us most, might sure vbucha 


&« A smooth unmeaning compliment at least.“ 
But night-born treason is too tender-ey'd, 

To bear the blaze of dazzling Majesty, 

And seeks the guilty shade. 
Arai. They re both depriv'd 
Ol your propitious smile; so dire a loss 
Would cloud the most serene. 

Mari. That sullen gloom 

Proceeds not from a conscience of their crimes 
Which sues by penitence for royal grace;“ 
But argues high contempt: their brous display 
A banner of defiance, and avow 
Their trait'rous combination: © but I'll quell 
he tow'ring crest cf their presumptuous hate, 


Or perish in th' attempt.“ Henceforth for bear 


All commerce with the Princess, and her train: 
For fear the infection of example taint 
Your sound allegiance. 

Arti. Ii a single thought 
Were tinctur'd with disloyalty, this hand 
Suould pierce my heart to drive the rebei out. 
Your strict command with pleasure I obey: 
For at the sight of Salome, my breast 
Shivers with chilling horror, and revolves 
The destiny which a Chaldzan seer 
Of late foretold. The pious sage had pass'd 
Full sixty winters in a private cell: 
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Aa 1. MARIAMNE. 
His locks were silver'd o'er with reverend white 3 
And on his cheeks appear d the pale effect 


1 of studious abstinence: his custom was 


jn his small hermitage t' outwatch the moon, 


To marshal in his schemes the host of Heaven; 


And from their ruling influence at the birth, 
Form'd his predictions. As the Princess pass d 


1 Isk ed him if his foresight could discern 
| The colour of her fate; he answer'd, Black | 
ö black chequer'd with blood! deep in her breast 


I xe the dagger, doom'd by Heaven's decree 
To * * OR thread. 


Urg'd i to hear a vain FR tell 
His waking dreams ? Perhaps you went to know 
| What happy star presided o'er the love, . 
Which Sohemus, I hear, address'd to you: 


If so, I'll be your oracle; “ forbear 


_ * Tenquire the doubtful omens of the sky, 
And fix your faith on this unerring truth: 
pour ill- judging choice mislead your heart, 


To meet his passion with an equal flame; 
Henceforth for ever banish'd from my sight, 
In exile you shall end an odious life; 
Attended only in that friendless state 
I black remorse, which step by step pursues 
Ti ingrateful and the false. | 

Arn. I long have felt 


| TWaRiting hand of Heaven, without the guilt 


oi murmur or complaint: but to be thought 
B ij 


13 | MARIAMNE. 1 


False and ingrateful, is too much to bear. 
Chase that suspicion from your royal mind; 
Nor cast my blameless innocence a prey 
To those who envy your distinguish'd grace, 
With which I've long been honour'd. 
Mari. To receive | 
Private addresses from my deadliest foe ; 
A wretch ! whose dark infernal arts have wrought 
The ruin of my race, but ill repays 
My condescending favour, which vouchsaf d 
To lose the style of subject and of Queen, 
In friendship's softer name. 
Ars. While thus I kneel, 
Imploring Heaven t' attest my spotless faith, 
May I be fix'd a dreadful monument 
Of perjur'd guilt, if e'er my bosom gave 
Reception to his suit! Were he possess'd 
Of all the sun surveys, and form'd to please 
With every grace that captivates the soul; 
And your command concurrent with his nn 
Should urge me to comply; that hard command, 
And that alone, I dare to disobey. 
No, my dear Roman! nothing can deface 
1 * image from thy virgin-widow's breast; 
The inaviolable band of strong desire 
% Shall ever join our souls!“ 
Mar. Dismiss your fears, 
And let them with my vanish'd doubt expire: 
But, whence this trausport of reviving woe ? 
Recite the series of your tate at large. 
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41. MARIAMNE. | I9 
ini. When Antony and Cæsar found the globe 

Too narrow, to suſſice the boundless views 

0f two such mighty spirits, my virgin- vow 


| Was plighted to a brave Patrician youth, 


The friend of Cæsar: Antony proscrib'd 
The chiefs who sided with his potent foe ; 


| And foremost in the tablet my lov'd lord 


Was doom'd to slaughter : whilst with nuptial joy | 


| His palace rung, crowded with friends who came 
T attend the bride's arrival, through the gates 
| A troop of ruſhans rushing in, surpriz'd 


And dragg'd him to his fate. 
Mari. In that distress 


| What could you do, and whither did you fy ? ? 


Ani. At Alexandria, then the fatal cause 


ot Antony engag' d my father's sword; 
Thither I fled, and was receiv'd with grace 


To Cleopatra's train : with her I came 
To Palestine; where the dett sted sight 


| of Antony 80 rack'd me, and reviv'd 
Ide sad remembrance of my murder'd Lord, 
I begg d to be dismiss d. You then receiv d 


The tugitive, whom Fortune's rage hath made 


| Wretched indecd, but hath not power to make 
Falze or ungrateful. 


Mari. Poor Arsinoe ! 


Mu favours shall deface the memory 


Of past afflictions. On a soul secure 
In native innocence, or grief or joy 
Saould make no deeper prints than air retains: 


20 


MARIAMNE. 


421. 
cc Where fleet alike the vulture and the dove 

6 And leave no trace.“ Blind fortune that begtor; 
The per ishable toys of wealth and power, 

At random oft resumes them, pleas'd to make 

A hurricane of life; but, the firm mind 

Safe on exalted virtue reigns sedate, 


Superior to the giddy whirls of fate. 


——ü—¶üäꝝ8 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Euter NARBAL and FLAMINIUS. 


:  Narbal. 
Tur queen will sce you, sir; a just regard 
To Cæsar's friendship is so sacred here, 
That thoꝰ on this high jubilee the court 
Suspends all state aiturs, the queen vouchsafes 
T' admit your message to her royal ear. | 
Flam. Tix ambassadors at Rome never demand 
Admission more than once: your king defers 
His entry *till the queen shall execute 
What Cæsar's will requires. | 
War. That cause alone | 
Would urge cur prompt compliance; for the king 
Makes love th' impatient register of time: 
In lus account each moment seems an age, 
That keeps him from his Mariamne's arms; 
Who well deserves such passion. 
Flam. Distant fame 
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aa pictur'd all her graces on my mind: 


Perhaps you ve heard of Dellius. 
Var. What! the friend 

0f Antony? 
Fam. His qu lities disgrace 


fue name of friend; but in his softer hours 


Re lik d him for his elegance of tazte 


la luxury and love. I heard him tell, 
v once when Antony, in amorous pomp, 


With Cleopatra sail'd along the Nile, 
Io grieve the proud Egyptian, he produced 
A miniature of Mariamae's face. 

Ver. And what said Antony? 

Flom, With vast surprize 


He view'd each lineament, but yet forbore 


Jo praise or blame it, which he knew the queen 
Wouid soon interpret love; but sofdly sigh'd 


And slipt it in his bosom. Strait her checks 


olow'd with an angry blush, which faded soon, 


And left them lily pale: breathless and faint 
Le then reclin'd her head, and from his breast 
| nitc'd what slie fear'd might lie too near his heart: 


With amorous reluctance while he strove 

To gain the ravish'd prize, she let it fall 

(More by design than chance) into the Nile: 

tle 5pringing up to catch it, half o'erset 

Tre gilded barge; and with a ster ner brow, 

and haughtier tone, than e'er she kacw before, 


Ke cry d, your river is too well repaid, 


tor all the wealth you OW'd— 
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A Messenger enters to Narbal. 


Mess. Pheroras, sir, 
Desires to sce the Roman general. 


Mar. Sir, I'll conduct you. [ Exeur, 


Enter Sol E Mus and the HicH-PRIEST. 


|  Sobe. But the human mind, | 
When it is divorc'd from matter, cannot pierce 
The distant cloud of dark futurity. 
You sleep not sound, my lord! Old age depress d 
With melancholy damps, oft dwindles down 
To second infancy, and then renews 
Its cradle dreams; which superstitious fear 
Makes sacred with the venerable names 
Of vision, or of prophecy ; devis'd 
To cheat the vulgar, and too oft employ' d 
To cover disaffetion to the state. 

High-Pr. I have, my lord, no craving appetites 
To glut with gain or titles; I've attain'd 
The highest name my order ca: receive. 
I bear no symptoms of a fev'rish soul, 
Which, turbulent with guilt, aspires t' embroil 
The state with trait"rous fiction. You may think, 


I who commend myself have brib'd a fool 
To be my herald ; yet a modest man, 

T' oppose the darts of calumny, may wear 
His inaocence in sight; a safer shield 
Than adamant, or gold! 

Sobe. Your innocence ! 
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pid you not talk of omens, which forebode 
Th' impending wrath of Heaven to blast the day 
Which re-instates our monarch on his throne ? 

High-Pr. I did, my lord, and will affirm I a 
laugh when you ve heard me out. 

gebe. Well, pray proceed. 

Higb-Pr. I walk'd this morning in my palmy grove, 


Where oft to contemplation I devote 


My earliest hours; the sun new-rising cheer” d 
The face of nature with a purple smile; 


ur spirits ran as brisk careers of life, 


As ever in the careless prime of youth; 
When issuing sudden from the bow'ry shade, 
A beauteous form appear'd, and gliding slow, 
\pproach'd me with a soft dejected air; 
Ihen cry d, © I liv'd the brother of your quicen ;' 
And gave a piteous groan ! 

She. Aristobulus ? 

High. r. The same, I knew him well. 

Ste, Ha !—What ?—What more? 


hy, he was drown'd, you know—Could I prevent 
| What heaven fore-doom'd ? My good lord, did he say 


That I was accessary? Why to me 
This message from the unapparent shades ? 
eak—speak—T ll hear it. 
tigh-Pr. In his hand he wav'd 
An airy streamer, like a sable shroud, 
And thus went on: If dire designs „ 
Before yond' east displays another dawn, 
Ny ster must exchange her robes of stat- 
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For such a weed as this; by wicked arts 
Betray'd, and in the summer of her days 
Cut off by bloody hands ! with her will end 
The glories of our Asmonæan line; 
Tell what I say to Sohemus alone, 
Bid him desist.* 
Sobe. I !— What? 
High. Pr. He said no more, 
But vanish'd from my view. 
Sohe. *T 1s best, my lord, | 
To let such shadows fleet neglected by; 
They argue perturbation in the brain, 
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Caus'd by black bumours ; a few hours will prove | 


That mimic fancy mock'd your — ish, 
With images of air. 
High. Pr. Whatc'er they prove, 
I feel my bosom lighter. 
Sobe. Thou hast laid 
A galling weight on mine. 


Euter SaLOuk. 

Sal. How now, my lord! 
What means this pale confusion in your face? 
% What makes your hair stand . and por 

eyes 

© With gloomy horror glare * 

Sobe. We cheat the world 
With florid out-side, till we meet surprize; 
Then, conscience, working inward like a mole, 


[Exit High-Pris 
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| Cumbles the surface, and reveals the dirt 


from which our actions spring. 


dal. My lord, recall 


Your wandering reason. 

dobe. J is in vain to boast 
That reason o'er the passions holds the rein, 
When quite unmann'd with Such a tale 


Fal. What tale? 


met th' high- priest, hath he unfolded aught 
That strikes with this amazement ? 


She, He reports | 
A message from the visionary shade 


ol young Aristobulus ; him, who claim'd 
By lineal right the crown which Herod wears: 


To disembroil the title, whilst he bath'd 

I plung'd him, till the stifling element 

Had quench'd the lamp of life, and charg'd the crime 

In faultless destiny !—What makes you smile? 
Sal. To see a dotard's fiction, or his dream, | 

A legend, such as nurseries amuse | 

A froward child with, have as strong effect 

As plain authentic truth ! I've heard you prove 

By clearest reason, that when death resolves 

To its first principles the human frame, 


That subtle vapour then, the boasted soul, 


Mingles with common air. 
obe. T is not the faith 


of such fantastic forms that quells me thus; 


Sudden remorse for murder'd innocence 


Wither'd my resolution. 


"= 
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Sal. But revenge 

Reviving warmth and spirit vill infuse, 

And make the drooping branches flourish fair, 

Rencw*'d in second spring. Here Sameas comes, 

Whom art and nature exquisitely form 


For glorious mischief; him we must secure. 


Enter SaMEAVSs. 


FSameas, I'm pleas'd your merits are preferr'd 
Jo bear the royal cup; Pheroras long 
Plended in vain for RNlariamne's grace. 
Cameas. If to her grace I ow'd this vital air, 
d choak myself with generous disdain, 
Rather than breathe it: from Pheroras' suit 
date my fortunes, and to him devote 
Liſe, conscience, honour. 
Sole. Gratitude is rare! 
ost, after tavours are conferr'd, profess 
Deep sense of obligation; but when prov'd 
In points of nicest moment, have recourse 
To conscience, honour, and such trivial phrase, 
'T* excuse defect of duty to their friend: 
But such a pure, resign'd, implicit zeal, 
Excites my wonder, and transcends my praise. 
Semens, Pheroras said, my lord, he'd recommend 
To you my poor affairs. : 
Sobe. Doubt not my care; 
Read here thy lot, 
Sands. Nicks Sameas Chamberlaii—— 
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How can I c'er discharge so vast a debt 
Of gratitude ! 


gabe. How? Should affairs require 


Tuy hand, it would not shrink to cut a throat: 


Sameas. I've such a strong antipathy to blood, 
Ine er could sacrifice; but my revenge 
Works a more secret, * a safer way. 


' No poisonous herbs, which various climes produce, 


No venom of the mine, nor reptile, *scapes 
My curious observation: I extract 
Their several essences, and know their powers, 


And times of operation. 


ebe. To what use 
Had I 2 dog to be dispatch'd 
Samens. Ny art 
delights in nobler quarry. 
Lobe. Is it stanch? 
Semeas. Point out the game, my lord, you 1 find Idare 
Do more, than most dare think. 
He. Then swear 
dal. Defer 
T impart your orders till the king 's arrived; 


And meet before the banquet, 


Semcas, What your will 
Enjotas, my duty binds me to perform. | 
Se. Proud queen] the !a:t decizive hour draws on, 
Destin d to crown our hope, and ch our care: 
Aided by this Lrave friend, whose soul is stecl'd 
With cauntless resolution, though the ghosts 
C ij 
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Of all her race rise grinning from the tomb, 
And in their cause auxiliar furies join: 
Intrepid we Il pursue our bold career; 
Pitch the sure _ and rouse the fated deer. 
[Exe 


Enter MARIAux E, NARBAL, and ARSINOE, 


Mari. His offspring mortgag'd to redeem his crom! | 


The wild Arabians who delight in blood, 

Who live promiscuous, and without restraint 
Of laws or manners propagate their kind, 

With yearning passion yet preserve their young: 
Nature on their unpolish'd marble prints 

Much tender sentiments, than some can boast, 
Who call them barbarous. 

Nar. In the sons of kings 
The country claims a right; and to preserve 
The quiet, and the glory of your realm, 

The king complies with Cæsar, and will send 
The dearest pledge to firm his royal faith, 

Mari. Hard fate of greatness, if it thus excludes 
A mother's interest in the babe she bore; 
Kings to their country owe their dearest care 
In council cr in arms; let that suffice; 

The choicest blessings of indulgent heaven, 

Their children, are reserv'd a private rizht, 

To soften aud support their public toils. 

But, send the prince to Rome! which still ferments 
With fierce intestine factions, © ever known 
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4 To sheath, but not to lay the sword aside: 
[ cannot bear it Now, the ball of power, 
« Which has been bandy'd long from vide to side: 
I; grasp'd by Cæsar; soon, superior force 
May wrest it from his hand; who *ll then adhere 
To Casar's cause? WIIl Hero! ?—He, be sure, 
Would plan new measures to preserve the crown ; 
And his desertion, doubtless, would provoke 
n to punish, in extreme revenge, 

' offending father in the guiltless son. 

Aar. The blood of Julius is aton'd ; and Roras, 
Like a tir'd hone:s, which long tus 8 
The hunter's spear, lies quiet in her Cen 
To keal her wounds: Cæsar himself apres, 
With all his conquests, only to be styl d 
lis country's father; and the senate bears 


but, suppos 

Another Brutus rouse another war, 

And Tyber shine again witi civil arms: 

Though Herod then should draw the £w7ord, and turn 
The pont on Cæsar; yct the sacred laws 


r empires, would preserve the prince's life 


laviolably safe. 

Mari.“ But, were revenge 
*Employ'd (as sure it would) t expound those Lis 
„Then, what bold casuist would appcar, t' oppose 
The sence of Cæsar's legions ?*? 


Hwialal. Safe ! 


%—Wrong and right 
n this bad age are measur'd by success: 
| C 1y 
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The blackest crime from fortune's golden light 
Receives a beauteous gloss. But grant him safe, 
As in the circle of his mother's arms: 
Rome may pervert his infant age to kneel 
Before her idol-shrines, and from our law 
Apostatize to worship fabled gods : 
And though I hold his life and safety dear, 

Far dearer than my own, I'd see him cast 
Amidst her amphitheatre a prey, 
« NMangled, and quiv'ring in the faniish'd jaws” 
Of savages, much rather than behold 
His body at her heathen altars bow'd, 
In impious adoration. | — 9 

Nar. Leave th' event 


To heaven's high care! The king must be obey', | 


If you contest the terms, to which his crown 
And honour stand engag'd, the vain attempt 
light only serve to lessen that excess 

Ol dear affection, which he bears you now; 
Then Sohemus, our prime state engineer, 
Might see his arts succeed beyond his hope, 
T' achieve your fall, and make this beauteous pile 
A heap cf mighty ruin! 

Mari. Could you feel 

The strong emotions of a mother's woe, 
When ravish'd from her lov'd one, who hath liv'd 
Most in her sight, and ever in her soul: 

Not all the wounds which fortune is impower'd 
T' inflit, nor instant death, would move your mi 
Amid lis dangers to regard your own, 
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« Fy'n life, that dear ennobling gift of heaven, 

« Which in the order of creation, ranks 

« The palest glow-worm's animated ray, 

Above the brightest star, with me will lose 

ts boasted value, when I lose my child; 

„With him I truly liv'd ; his presence Ga 

« The day with pleasure, and the night with peace, 
« Then, breath consum'd in sighs will not deserve 
The name of life! These roofs shall only sound 
« With mournful accents, sad as murm' ring winds, 


Which through the clefts of ruin'd cloisters roar. 


« Such music best will please the mother's ear, 
«It in a distant land, her tender son 
Must weep the rigour of a foreign lord, 
* With no kind friend to pity or revenge 
„The wrong he there sustains !*? 

Mer. I'll wait the prince, 
To guard his helpless age, and share his fate: 
„And for a pledge of constant faith, receive | 
(Though much unequal, yet of dearest price 
„To him who gives it!) for a pledge receive 
Those precious legacies which that bright saint, 
My dying wife bequeath'd me If the prince 
4 Shall feel the eflects of violence or f. aud; 
If eier I cease with duteous care to shield 
From guilt his manners, from reproach. his fame; 


Or fail to banish from his pensive breast 


Exch anxious thought, and cherish gentle j joys; 
Say both my sons! 
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Mari. Then go, Arsinoe, go 
Hither conduct the prince. [ Ext. Ari, 


Oh, happiness 5 

Thou gaudy bubble, which delud'st the grasp; 
Whene'er we strive to keep thee most secure. 

<& Have I been fond of Fortune's faithless smile, 
« Cruel, disdainful, to deserve this doom?“ 

Did e er I suffer pride to bar my ear 

Against the widow's cry? Did cer I view 

ne weeping orphan's anguish, and withhold 
The hand of liberal mercy {rom their woes ? 

« Or did I, with uncharitable scorn, 

Ever upbraid the childless womb ; or wish 

«© The wrathful blast of heaven t attaint the fruit 
« Of my most deadly foe ?* Whence then to ne 
This un deserv'd distress? Why must I bear 

So deep a wound in such a tender part ? 

More wretched than the meanest of my sex, 
Who call me queen ; they lose the cares of life, 
Amid the blessings of a dear increase; 

X bliss deny'd to me! 

Jar. When foreign foes 

Are quell'd by Cæsar, and the provinces 


A.vow their homage to the laws of Rome, 


And with consummate peace his arms are crown'd,” 


The prince will be restor'd ; and in exchange 
Soine of our noblest youth will be recer'd 
For hostages of friendship. 

Mari. That exchange 
Wil come too late to bless my longing eyes 
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They ll first be clos'd in death! a thousand ills 


Rice in black view to my divining soul! 


Enter ArsINOE with the Prince. 


| And must I lose thee !-—Oh !—thou sweetest pledge 
of heaven's indulgence to a mother's prayer 


Must the sole comfort of my cares become 


The cause of endless grief? © Alas, no mere 


« \ſust I with tender transport clasp tice thus! 


No more must these desiring eyes be fix'd 
an silent joy, with gazing on thy charms !*? 


Aranoe, Oh, support me !—T *ve a son 
To think on only, and to pay a tear 


Ter erery wounding thought ! Oh, Narbal !- now 
| Obey the king, by whum the dearer names 
f husband, and of father are forgot 


Obey the king let the rude hand of power 


Lar from my breast the blossom of my joys 


Yet, let me bless him — All thy wants of me 

Way pitying angels with their aid supply; 

Witt all thy prayers to heaven! which heaven approve, 
And crown with blessings of eternal love. [ Exeunt, 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Entcr FLAMINIUS and NARBAL. 


Flamiuus. 
7 . | 1 
Uxnappy queen! till now I never griev'd 
Tobey my emperor. 


TY MARITAMNE, 


2 
Nar. A- while she stood | 
Transform'd by grief to marble, and appear'd 
Her own pale monument: but, when she breath'd 
The secret anguish of her wounded soul, 
So moving were the plaints, they would have $ootl'd 
The stooping falcon to suspend his flight, 
And spare his morning prey: „thus nature s0cn 
„ Exhaustcd, spiritless, liad need of art 
« To respite or assuage her troubled thoughts: 
«© Then her physicians with the opiate charm 
Of gentle sleep her fainting senses bound, 
« And hush'd the warring passions into peace. 
Flam. Give me, ye gods! the harmony of war, 
The trumpet's clangour, and the clash of arms, 
That consort animates the glowing breast 
To rush on death: but, when our ear is pierc'd 
With the sad notes which mournful beauty yields: 
Our manhood melts with sympathizing tears. 
Nar. Heavens! Is it just that Mariamne's fate 
Claims tlie sad tribute of a tender tear ? 
She ! she! whose gentle goodness strives to chase 
Afflictions from mankind. I've seen her weep, 
When the fierce hounds have bay'd the panting sig, 
Till the big drops roll'd from his pleading eyes; 
And none dar'd let the ſatal javelin fly 
Before slie left the field. | 


Enter AkSsINOE with the Prince. 
fr. To you, my lord, [To Nu. 
Toe queen at length resigns this royal charge; 


42 It 


Or doe: 
In new 
Liane. 


WE 
Mir, 


Devel 1 


Pom. 
Wich su 
Bezuty: 
ud 0 

* Nev 
«Xver* 
« That 

Han. 
Ot civil 
but tlie 
To tear 
Le lind 


And sha. 


Oy 


f8 NI. MARIAMNE. 


{uden's other hope! the dearest pledge 
0f sacred faith that monarch can besto; 


G3 


Ui 


lam. Gods 't is not possible . ve oul; 


form'd 
Those beautics in the same celestial mould 
Exact $imilitude ci shape and air. 
Ner. What may this mean, F lawinius ? 
4. Do I wake? | 
or does deluding fancy lat me still 
[1 new fantastic labyrinths of bliss ? 


fian, The face, and harmony of voice the ame! 


Nar, Tou 're lost in aCnuration and surprise. 
Reveal the cause. 

Tow, Oh, 817 !—T once was blest 
1 ch such a lovely oy oct ot ray flam 

bauty and goodness in her heavy 2 0 form 
Held qu. lem pl. E; Oh | 

4 Ner. What cruel tate 
ever d Four hearts, $3 T5nder, and 50 true. 
That still tue wound bleeds fresh?“ 

Hum. The violence 
Of civil dizcord enateh'd her from my ærins: 
but tlie ast pan of deuth alone hath power 
Lo tear the beauicous image from my breast 
de liv the grace of Cleopatra's court, 


25 shar'd her fall bo her high mcrits Clair. & 


earliest love, to her I pay my last: 
passion for the sen e e and lies 
In dear Hortensiu's tonb! 
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Ars. Hortensia lives! 
Lives only for Flaminius—Lives to crown 
Such matchless constancy ! | 

Flom. Hath fate rejoin'd 
Our long- divided hearts 1 is she !——T kor 


[ She shewws an, 


c That pledge of our espousals, where express 'd, 

« The virgin phœnix riseth from the flames; 
« Th' inscription was prophetic of thy fate, 
«© Another and the same.“ 

Arsi. But ever thine ! 
Will not this joy, as all my former, fleet 

Like the light vapour of a morning dream ?— 

Flam. Rapt from myself, my senses are opprest 
With rushing extasies : Oh, I could stand 
And gaze for ever on thy heavenly charms, 
In speechless transport, which too big for words 
Swelis in my heaving heart. Y 

& Ars, How did you 'scape 
« TY assassinates whom Antony employ'd 
« To take your head? | 

« Flam. My Phædria, by the crime 
Of fortune born a slave (for sure his soul 
« Was of the noblest order) would assume 
« My habit and my name; his features, age, 
© And stature well befriending the deceit; 
© And thus disguis'd, his honest heart receiv'd | 
© The wo nds they meant for me. 

« 4r;4, On, wondrous iaita !'" 

Flam, But now, for Rome, Hortensia !— 


[She runs into his am. 
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My troops are tented in the western vale ; 


The dangers of the field, with ardent vows 
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Var. Madam, pay 
The queen a last farewell, in whom you found 
The kindest mistress, and the best of friends. 
Ars. I will, my lord; and 
Flam. Hark ! the trumpet speaks 
The King's approach, our signal to depart : 
I now must leave thee, to secure the prince, 
As Cæsar gave command: but near the walls 


Where meditating on my blissful change, 
IU watch impatient for the purple dawn; 
Thither you come? 

Ars. Though grinning savages 
Oppos'd my specd, I'd rush intrepid on. 
From clime to clime, where- ever glory calls, 
I'll wait my warrior; pleas'd with thee to pass 
The frozen Danube, or the sun-burnt Nile; 
And though my sex denies me to partake 


I Il beg each tutelary power, to spread 

Protection round thee, in the cloud of war. 

But if relentless to my prayer they prove, 

And thou art fated in the fight to fall, 

III follow fast the soul of my desire, 

And by the wound, that pierc'd my lord, expire. 
Exeunt, Arsinoe on one side of the yes the rect on 

the other. 


Enticr SALOME and SOHEMUS. 


dal. In the high mantling tide cf grief and rage, 
D 


38 MARIAMNE. 


421, 


Sure when the king arrives, her cold disdain 
Will damp the glowing ardour of his soul. 
Sohe. Fear not a calm! The cloud will now colles 
Nlore vapours still, to give a nobler burst, 
And make her ruin sure. When vulgar minds 
Despond, they drop beneath the stroke of fate, 
With no more tumult than autumnal leaves 
Forsake the sapless bough : but, majesty 
Wich noise, and pompous horror rushes down; 
As if the violence ef nature tore 
A planet from its orb. 
Enter PHERORAS. 
« Pher, The pomp of kings 
At their triumphal entries, moving slow 
To warlike symphonies, and clashing arms: 
Wen from the field, with bloody laurels crowu'd, 
They come yictorious, gives a mingled joy: 
For pity, when the captive train appears, 
SOft with a silent pensive g!oom obscures 
6 The lustre of the triumph. But no cloud 
„ $16dens this festival: from the white tower, 
I heard with rapture how the loyal tribes, 
ta mighty confluence hail'd the king's return; 
© £2 long! so loud! that floating on the sound, 
The bird of heaviest wings with case had soar'd, 
«' Beyond the towering eagle's utmost flight, 
Up- born by gales of joy.” [A flouris, 
She, My lord, the king 
Herod passeth over the stage wvith attendants, &. 
they all kneel, EE. 
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for ever live! the dear defence, 


And grace of Palestine. 


Sal. May this blest day „ 
Tincture with happiness, and bright renown, 
All your succeeding years! 

She. And sure there 's none, 


To whom this day can give sincerer joy, 
Than to your faithful Sohemus ; who kneels 


Jo give this seal of delegated power 
Back to your royal hand 
Herad. Let all who sigh 
In gloomy dungeons, press'd with galling chains, 
Shake off their bondage, and conspire to tune 
The wholesome breath of heaven to songs of praise. 
Tell them they owe their freedom to the queen 
Her temper is compass ionate and kind, 
As guardian angels are: but I! constrain'd 
By the sad exigence of state, have torn 
Our tender offspring from her fond emhrace; 
And heap'd afflictions on the brightest head, 
That ever wore a crown ! 
Pher. But your approach 
Will 520th her grief, and soften the surprise. 
Herod. T Iam the sole cause of all her grief! 
Ambition rushing forwards, hath disturb'd 


My sweetest fountain of domestic bliss ! 


It promis'd sceptres, but hath fill'd my grasp 

* With gilded thorns!” wanting my queen, the coun: 

Appears as lonesome as the C reary waste, 

Where pestilence and famine, hand in hand, 
D 
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Have lately reign'd : but, Mariamne's smiles 
Ditrusive of their good, around her cast 

On all the shining circle beams of joy; 

When from the wars she welcom'd my return, 
With tears of tender transport in her eyes. 
Such oft our meetings were; but, dismal change! 
The fair offended seems to shun me now: 


— 


_ SCENE Il. _ 


Opening, discovers MARIAMNE aslecep, and ARSINGT, 


atiending—HEROD enters, and goes lo the Queen; then | 


comes with ARSINOE to the fore part of the Stage, 


Herod. I kiss'd her softly, and she gave a sigh! 
Tears make her cheek feel like a damask rose, 
Wet with cold evening dew. 
Ari. Sleep ill performs 
His gentle office when constrain'd by art: 
Her sudden starts, and broken murmurs shew 

The discomposure of vnpleasing dreams. 

Hercd. Music shall wake her: that hath power to 
charm | 

Pale sickness, and avert the stings of pain : 

« But, ever on the mind the sure eltects 

« Are must conspicuous where the varied notes 

« Can raise cr quell our passions, and becalm 
In sweet oblivion the too wakeful sense | 

« Of grief, or love; and print a dimpled smile 


How shall I calm the tempest of her soul! [ Exeum. 
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« On the green, bloodless cheek of dumb despair.”” 
Such powerfu! strains bid harmony resound : 

Such as good spirits are supposed to sing 

Oer Saints, while death dissolves the union-band, 
« And frees them from the fret ful dream of life. 

: [Exit Arsinoe. 
Here will I watch the day-break of her eyes: 
0! may they dart warm rays of cordial love, 
Ave wake to peace and joy ! 

[Seft music is heard behind the scenes ; Arzince returns 
to Herod, who tend Ioking on Mariamne: er 
the music is ceased, she begins to sfcak. 

Mari. Good angels guard me 

Murder attaints not m 
Herod, Ah, gentle soul! 
Mari. The man of blood is justly doom'd to bleed: 

I ne'er 5hed any When I was a child 

* killa linnet, but indeed I wept: 

Heaven visits not for that. O] 't is my lord 

lie s poison'd ! dead ! dead ! and each maniy grace 

Coxr'd with purple spots 
Herod, These frightful dreams 


With their fantastic imag'ry amaze 


„The mind, as much as the most hideous form 
Of real horror.“ 
Arti. Sir, she wakes. 
Mari. The king. 
Herd, My dearest queen The fairest and the 
best 
That ever bore the name ! 


D ij 
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Jari. I'm chang'd of late, [Exit Arsinge, | « And 
Alas! much chang'd- | To the 
Herod. No, thou art still the same; An old 
Tie same brig:tt shrine where virtue dwells, to cham | A new. 
Those who contemn her most. Have le 
Mari. Couid I have charm'd | Cannot 
Ambition from your breast, I had not mourn'd Which 
The dearest object of maternal love, | Meri 
Torn from this bleeding heart; where he possessd | With le 
So large a space, that Fortune is too poor Hero, 
With all her vast variety of joys, | Of no a 
To fill the gloomy void !—My life is spun | Supplia 
At least this day too long, which shews you chang, What 0 
And from a loving lord grown most unkind ! But fro 
Herod. Unkind !—Your fancy cannot form a vid, | He pour 
But I should crown it; and reproach my heart, © Whe 
For having not prevented your request: he His f 
Was ever soul so sensible of love, _ Mart 
As mine hath beea for you ! and who but you | Hero 
Could e' er deserve such love? I never err'd : Where 
Witness, ye heavens ! and with your thunder rend Prophet 
This heart, if e'er it erred ! if &er I stain'd * Boas 
The purity of passion, or in thought f R 
purity ot p , 8 

Wander'd from Mariamne. There 
Mari. In your breast | The oh 

I could have spar'd your son a little space Our Shi 
But sure you lov'd him not. ingloric 
_ Herod. What! am TI form'd Nobles 
Like monumental marbles, “and receive 1 

LO 


Tze name of father from the sculptor's art, 
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« And features of the rock? Am 1 80 deal 
To the sweet cares that fathers ought to feel? 
An old man's rapture when he first beholds 
A new-born heir, when years of fruitless hope 
Have led him childless to the verge of lite, 
Cannot surpass those dear paternal joys, 
Which my fond bosom from my son receiv'd. 
Mari. Yet you resign'd him for a prey to _— 


| With less reluctance — 


Herod. Cæsar would allow 
of no alternate to preserve our crown. 


duppliant I long intreated him, to name 


What other test of sacred faith he pleas'd ; 


hut frowning with a victor's haughty air, 
le pointed to a picture on the wall; 


Whose silent eloquence too plainly spoke 


His fix d resolve against the suit I urg'd.“ 


Mari. What r 

Herod, Perseus led in chains through Rome: 
Where the sad fate of Macedon appear'd 
Prophetic of our own, * should we like her 
Zoast a false vigour, and provoke the rage 
« Of Rome, uncqual to sustain her arms.” 
There fancy figur'd to my mournful eyes, 
The wealth of Palestine in chargers pil'd : 
Our shields and spears on moving trophies hung, 
Ingloriously revers d; and then succeed 
Nobles and matrons, with a virgin train, 
In long process ion thro' ti unpitying crowd : 
But oh! what stings of grief and horror pierc'd 
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Ay a70nizing neatt, when there I view'd 

A royal captive, far transcending all 

In matchless beauty and majesty woe. 

Her form resembling thine ! On her a throng 
Of gay Patrieians fix'd their wond”ring eyes, 
Enamour'd ! and with rival passion strove, 
Who first should prostrate to his brutal joys 
Her unpolluted charms. Thy future doom 
Thus pictur'd to my view, so wrapt my soul 
In clouds of deep despair, I strait comply'd 
To give the filial pledge. 

Mari, Just heaven, exact 

With strict account from Cæsar's rigid heart, 
A pang, for every pang tut tortures mine ! 
«© May public discord and domestic jars 
* Make his short rain a stormy winter's day! 
And may his children with dishonest shame 


Amid her fiercest throes! 

Her. I. eave him to enjoy 

The destiny allotted, and restrain 

Your passionate complaints, which but foment 

A grief much greater than the cause requires. 
Mari, Your strange insensibility foments 

My wonder more what grief 's more rational, 

Or what can equal mine, whoce darling hope 

Is ravish'd in the tender dawn of liſe 

By cavagos? © A miscreant haughty race 

uo nich kereditary hate pursue 


Redden his hoary cheek ; and wound his sou! 
With keener anguish than their mother bore 
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| « The name of monarch; and from us dissent 


| Transplanted to a cold unfriendly soil, 


Jo make his hours in downy circles dance, 


Ide deed which strong necessity constrains. “? 
| Vint court but that of Rome could form his mind 
y surest maxims, ere he mounts the throne, 
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u manners, habit, speech, religion, laws. 
Therz my poor infant, like a beauteous flower 


\lust droop neglected ! What protecting hand 


« Will there with tender delicacy guard 


« His opening bloom ? Ah, none !—He there must 
live 

« A friendless exile ;** he! whose menial train 

Nobles were proud to grace, ** and all conspir'd 


« And sooth his soul to joy, must now indure 
Als! what not endure ! 
Herzd, The Roman name 
far renown'd for all the softer arts 
Which polish life, © and with ennobling g grace 
llustrate virtue. Would you but attend, 
The voice of reason dictates to our choice, : 


Lo guide the reins of empire ?—** Thus of old, 
Philip from his dejected realm was sent, 
tender host age to the Theban state: 

* Where founding his high virtue on the plan 
„of great Ep:minondas, he reveng'd 
be wrongs of Macedon, and soon reduc'd 
Vore than a hundred potentates. 

Meri. The deeds 


Cy heroic ancestors might fire 
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My son, t' ascend the laurel'd heights of fame, 
Without a Roman guide. If he pursue 

With equal steps the glorious paths they trod; 
Like them he 'I awe the nations round, and reign 
Honour'd in peace, and terrible in war, 

Where he of growth in radiant steel to lead 

Tie files of war against his country's foe 

No soft emasculating tear should stain 

The lustre of his arms: I'd gird the sword 

On the young warrior's thigh, and send him forth, 
Resolv'd to conquer in so just a cause, 

Or dauntless in her dear defence to fall. 


Herod. Why then regret you with this rage cf gi, 


A happier triumphs of auspicious peace 

which he bestows ? “ For none but he had power 
« T avert the furies of invasive war : 
% For that sole pledge, Judea smiles to see 
Soft quiet spreacling wide her turtle wings 


«© O'er all her bounds ;'* and him we both must om 


The guardian of our crown. 
Mari. The crown is bought 
Far, far too dear, with such a precious bribe! 
* Preserv*'d by mean submission to the frown 
« Of alien states, what 's he who wears it more 
Than a vain idol of imperial power, 
«© Which moves subservient to the master hand; 
No freedom left to will?“ Had Cæsar urg'd 
This haughty mandate, when the realm obey d 
The founders of my Asmonzn race, 
Tacy would have plum'd his eagles on the field 
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Herod, I neither envy, nor defame the dead; 


peace to their honour'd shades ! Nor should you praise 
Their actions, only in reproach to mine; 


That's too severe When they the sceptre sway'd, 
Rome had not stretch'd the terror of her arms, 
« From far Euphrates and the conquer'd east, 


To Lusitania and th' Atlantic main.“ 


[f they reign'd now, their prudence would inspire 
The same pacific councils I pursue; 


a Since her vast power makes all resistance vain : 


« Vain as the fury which a wintry storm 

« Dischargeth on the sea, whose waves enjoy 

« Th' impetuous ruin of the rushing clouds, 

„And swell with prouder state. —— Alas! thy 
breast | | 

Kill heaves with sighs ! Forbear !——My heart repays 

Exch tear with drops of blood !—+ Provoke not 
heaven 


* The brightest image of itself, unprest 
«* On thy resembling graces.“ 

Mari. Though my tears 
Cquall'd the dew drops of the weeping morn, 
y fate requires them all !—His infant charms 
Wectly supply'd your absence, and beguii'd 
My widow'd hours, whene'er the voice of war 
Lal'd you to distant camps ; 

Herod, If ev'ry star | 
Contain da golden world, and bounteous heaven 
Would make me lord of all, I d not forsake 
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My Mariamne, to receive the boon, 

My absence never shall afli& thee more. 

The blaze of glory, whose deluding light 
Misled me from thy arms, shall now be lost, 
In love's superior flame ; ** Pheroras, train'd 
In Roman camps, and perfected in arms, 

& Shall have the conduct of our future wars.“ 
And now, thou dearest treasure of my soul 


Prepare with every smiling grace t' adorn 


The Festival; “ and let victorious joy 

“ Chase every black idea from thy mind ;” 
For ever banish from thy gentle breast 

All cares, except the pleasing cares of love 
Be this the prelude of eternal peace, 


- 


ACT IF. SCENET. 


Enter SOoHEMUsS and SALOME. 


Sobe mus. 


RrSsTRAIx this flood of unavailing tears! 

For if they flow for pity or remorse, | 
They flow in vain. ** In distant ages past 

« Pity dy'd young; of grief, they say, to see 
An eagle wreak his malice on a wren. 

* Tf she were yet on earth, where could she find 

* Anobler palace than a brother's breast? 

£* But there you found her not; the more's the sant 


And mutal passion with our years increase! I En. 
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A Fince pity 's fled to heaven, we Il send remorse 

« To howl in hell: it has no business here !— 

« But if these tears flow from the nobler source 


st, « Of indignation, and the generous shame 

in d | «of injur'd merit; “ if they relish strong 

8, | The bitterness of soul from which they stream; 
irs.“ ch, let increasing fury swell the tide, 

a]! Ev'n whilst we put in act our great revenge 


« $0 weeps the storm, while the devouring waves 
Close o'er the wrecks it made.” 
Sal. Had I not seen | 
His cheek discolour'd, when his passion foam'd, 
N And heard him thunder threats of instant death 
To me, and all whose generous spirits scorn 
To bear th* oppression of his haughty queen; 0 
I never had believ*'d myself so lost 
To his affection. 
Sobe, Lost! he lov'd you not; 
Ambition is the mistress of his soul: 
„ The queen herself holds but the second place. 
| To please that mistress he condemu'd to die 
All the wife's kindred ; now, to please the wife, 
His own must bleed: greatness hath made him deaf 
* To nature's voice, ev'n while she plcads for you, 


* Sal. The wretch who in an earthquake sees the 
see 3 | 
he find * Heave like a swelling wave before it gapes 
ne 6 i ; 
To sink him to the centre, stands as safe, 
a As Iso near the tyrant ! 
's the sam 5 


6 ohe. In his court 
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| . Ad 
4 On these sad terms, at best you but enjoy 
« A prison of state. When rival princes laid 
& Their scepters at your feet, the queen prevail'd 

fe To have each honourable suit refus'd.”” 

Sal. Revenge no more shall grovel in the dark, 
But fan with dragon-wings the face of day ; 
Oppose her course who can! It is resolv'd—— 

Sobe. Once Mariamne was the destin'd prey; 
But since her charms enthrall the King as fast, 

As in the freshness of her bridal love, 
They both shall die. 

Sal. Ves, both; and all their friends 
% At once descendirg crowd the gates of night; 
For self defence will anctivy the deed 
And Fame, th' oflicious herald of success, 

Will blazon our renown ;—and though we fail, 
I is great to dare, 
Some. ©. When those proud cedars fall, 
« Their spreading ruin will destroy the shruhs 
& Which flourish in their shade.“ —And lo, the man! 
Whom fate selects © achieve her high decree, 


Euler SAMEAS. 
Sal. This diamond, Sameas, but prepares the way 
For future fivours. 
Sezens, YoOnr auspicious smiles, 


Madam, o'er-pay my cervice. 
Sohe. Sameas, wait 


A wile in my apartment, and I come 


{Gives kim à jew, | 


BW. 


T';nstr 


Sal. 
Arsnot 
To moe 

ohe. 
Of dear 
To see 
Toone 
Its ow! 

Sal. 
The ap 
To tra 

10 KY 

10 KY; 
t He v 
« Of t; 
“ The 
Bort 
„Wit 
« The 
« He! 
10 Af 
“Bot 
« Of! 
* N 

« Ani 
10 Cry 
« Of 

Sabi 


he Way 


2 jeu 


HA IF; MARIA UNE. 81 
T'instruRt you further to deserve her grace. 
[Exit Sameas, 
Sal. The diamond which I gave him is the queen's ; 
arginoe lent it, for the jcweller | 
To model one for me. 
Sobe, It sure will prove 
of dearest value now; I was amaz'd 
To see you give an earnest of such price, 
Toone whose genuine malice renders vice 
It own reward, and kills for killing sake. 
Sal. The wretch is avaricious ; we must feed 


The appetite of wealth, which urg'd him first 


To trade in death. 

Hohe. How urg'd? 
Sal. Along the shore 
He walk'd one evening, when the clamourous rage 
« Of tempests wreck'd a ship: the crow were sunk, 
The master only reach'd the neighb'ring strand, 
« Borne by a floating fragment: but, so weak 
With combat ing the storm, his tongue had lost 
The faculty of speech, and yet for aid 
He faintly wav'd his hand, on which he wore 
A fatal jewel. Sameas, quickly charm'd 
„Both by its size and lustre, with a look 
* Of pity, st00p'd to take him by the hand; 
Then cut the finger off to gain the ring, 
And pl1ng'd him back to perish in the waves; 
* Crying, go dive for more. I've heard him boast 
„Of this adventure.” | 

She, He 's a very fiend! 
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If we succeed, he shall not live an hour, 
In mercy to ourselves: his poisoning art 
In time would taint the vital breath of spring; 
And spread contagion with each spicy gale 
But 5ce the queen, let us ret:re. [4 Messenger enter, 
ce Mess. Lord Hazeroth releas'd, demands to ser 
“ Your lordship—— | (Ext, 
c Fabe. Me! Tk 
« $21. Receive him; I'll retire. 


C Enter HAZEROTH and SOHEMUS., 


% Haz. The king, I thank his grace! vouchafe 
5 me leave . = 
To breathe a freer air, than what was judg'd 
Fit for my constitution; though the terms 
Of freedom are severe. 
« Foße. What terms, my lord ? 
% Hag. To ce for reconcilement, and receive 
© In sacred friendship that injurious hand, 
& Wu jeh coop'd me, like a starling in a cage: 
% Nau know the man ! 
* Sohe. Ny lord, the man you mean 
“ P:ars such devotion to your high descent, 
© That 't is the favourite passion of his soul, 
© To hve your honest servant. 
% Haz. And his tongue 
© Distills court-honey, while his heart o'crſiows 
* With quintessence of gall, 
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i gohe. That character, 
My lord, with great submission I disown, 
« You hear the dictates of an honest heart, 
That 's warm in all your interests. 

« Hag. You conhn'd | 
My person, like a felon's, to promote 
My int'rest: statesmen have peculiar arts; 
« They re so IG, few can apprehend 


The favours they confer. 


« &he The crime descry'd 


a4 gererer penance than the king enjoin'd, 


„Hax. I thank your majesty. 

Hoe. J then, my lord, 
« Bore th' express image of the sov'reign power; 
« And that's allow'd to dignify the coin, 
« However mean the metal. Me you brav'd, 
With most unseemly licence; but th' affront 
& Wounded the king ; and his prerogative 
*Reveng'd itself, not me. 

„Hag. Whene'er the spleen, 
And pride of tools in office are chastis'd ; 
„The king 's aflronted !—T is the general cry, 
«From those who lord it in the Sanhedri im, 


To him who drives the camels. 


„Sohe. When, my lord, 
*Your shining merits mest their just reward; 
„PDistinguish'd with some honourable 5 
As soon they must; you'll own my doct: ing sound. 
Fothing but duty to prezerve the crown 
In its full lus ür, till the Ling return'd, 
IP Ti 
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Could. urge me to exert an act of power 
On you, my lord, whose qualities adorn 
«© Your royal lineage -—but, the noblest fruits 
Have too much tartness, till the mellowing year 
«© Digest their eaver juices, 
% Haz. Youth is wt 

«© T*11-ur such indiscretions, as the king 
% Forgive in me, and you, my lord, forget : : 
Our friendship here begins. 

. Sohe. May death alone 


« Dissolve the honour'd tie! [Exit Haz. 1] Oh, latter 


© How soon thy smooth insinuating oil 
“ Supples the toughest fool. Exit Soe.“ 
Euter MARIAMNE and ARSINOE. 
Mari. With less regret 
I can support your absence, since my son 
Will find s“ guardian, to discharge 
The dear engagements that a motizer owes: 
We differ but in name. 
Arti. The prince shall be 
The tender 0!.ject ef my hourly care; 
Happy, that fat reserves it in my power, 
T' expicss the s.nsc my grateful heart retains 
Of royal favour. 
Mari. N: ture form'd our sex 
For soft <:.0earir” offices! © ghe starts, 
„When pity is «&pcs*'d, and cruel pride 
*« Usurps the vacant throne. Alas! you see 
„How deep the darts of lort ane wound the great, 
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Though clad in golden armour.” Were you way d 
By favours in reversion, © which allure 

« Ey'n vulgar souls to succour the distress'd ;" 

int rest would tc II you, that your darling son 

May want a friend; and then, my tender plant, 

n the full verdure of his royal growth, 


Muy recompence your kind protecting care, 


And shield him from a storm.—lIs the time fix d 


} For your departure? 


irs. Sohemus intends 
T obtain the royal mandate, to delay 
My journey with my lord : then all my joys, 
Like the false colours of the show'ry bow, 
Will fade in tears. 
Mari. The politician's art 


Must so revenge his disappointed passion; 
His spider constitution would dissolve 


«Tn its own venom, if he should forbear 
«To spin it off in crafty dark intrigues, 


| *©Pernicious to my peace, and those I love.“ 


Before the banguet you shall quit the court; 


\ Then let Flaminius vindicate his claim. 


* And by this prompt compliance with your lord, 
Form all your future conduct; and effect 
The power to please, and not to give him pain: 
Fer, wedded love is founded on esteem, 

N Which the fair merits of the mind engage: 

"For those are chorms that never can decay: 

hut time, which gives new whiteness to the Swan, 


| Improves their lustre. 
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e Ari. None of human race 
« Would live more happy, could we but transcribe 
The bright example of a royal pair: 
« If my Flaminius ever would reward 
« My constant ardor, with an equal flame ; 
<« Engag'd by such endearing decencies 
ce As mak: the lamp of love in Herod's breast 
« To burn so bright as never to consume. 
C Mari. Beware of flatt'ry ! tt is a flow'ry weed, 
« Which oft offends the very 1dol vice, 
c Whose shrine it would perfume. 
4 Arsi. But rigid truth 
6“ Turns praise to incense, which the nicest sense 
« Of virtue may receive In your soft chains 
e Your captive lord is led from joy to joy: 


% Days, months, and years, in circling raptures roll, 


„And each advancing hour outshines the past. 
« None, none but he can such a treasure boust, 
& Rich in perfe ections, able to oulkce 
« His avarice of love. 

&« Mari, When hearts are join d 
« In virtuous union, love's impartial beams 
« Gild the low cottage of the faithful swain 
With equal warmth, as when he darts his fires 
«© On canopies of state.“ 

Arsi. The danger 's fled, 
And now I may disclose a stronger proof 
Of Herod's passion, than the long records 
Of love contain, 
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Mari. What proof a dangerous proof 


Conceal'd from me ! 


hi. When Cæsar's mounted beams 
Prevail'd o'er Antony's inferior star, 


he thought the victor, in severe revenge, 


Would take both life and crown; his life and crown 


were toys beneath his care; but, Oh! v hat pangs 


He felt, reflecting that your death alone 
Couid save your beauties to himself entire! 
How vast a passion his, who could not bear 
Arwal in the grave! 
Vari, How ! Did the king 
Tothe red hand of slaughter doom the breast 
(fonce-lov'd Mariamne: Gave command 
This breast should bleed, where never dwelt a 
thought 


®Njisogal or unkind: Had other lips 


Frexth'd forth this fatal truth, it would appear 
Tre dictate of inventive spleen, disclos'd 
Io violate my peace: but you re sincere; 
and knowing that, I know myself undone 
n. Oh, that J had been born like nature's mutes, 
That swim the silent deep Believe me false; 
(rele, with me, believe the king's decree 
A text of wondrous love, and dear esteem ! 


Jari. Love, and esteem ! 


dn. Alas! rekindling rage 
Cons on your cheek, and sparkles in your eyes: 
Tank me perfidious, or distrust the power, 


| as evidence of ev'ry faithful sense; 
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Rather than doubt yourself the worship'd shrine 
Of his fond soul, and treasure of his joys. 
Mari. To dissipate my doubt, recite the whole, 
Without evasions. e 
Axci. When he went to Rhodes, 
He thus to Sohemus his charge address'd: 
If I to C:esar's rage a victim fall, | 
Let not my beauteous queen survive, to grace 
The victor's triumph, or to crown his love: 
Let me lie envy'd in the grave, possess'd 
Of Mariamne there! a happier doom, 
Than *tis to live the world's imperial lord 
Without my queen, or rival'd in my love. 
Mari. Whene'er did crueity assume a look 
So smooth and fair before: To summon death, 
And arm the terror with a dart of love 
Against his queen! his wife! whose ardent vows, 
Incessant prayer, and sacrifice, implor'd 
Th' unutterable name, to make his head 
White as the flowing almond, with increase 
Of prosp'rous days, that ages yet unborn 
Might bow before his throne, and bless his p *., 
When I lie unlamented and forgot, 
A little heap of dust: and this return! 
A sad return indeed! 
Ars. Call it despair, | 
And fear of losing what his soul adores. 
Our deeds receive their colours from the will 
His tongue was cruel, but his heart was kind; 
“And rigor was, at worst, the sudden child 
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«0f grief, and bore a fix d, but melting eye; 
«Or if a crime, the crime of boundless love.“ 
Mari. Good heaven! that base, perfidious creature, 
man | 
With what dissembled agonies of grief 
Re cried, farewell! and fainted in my arms: 
|, credulously fond, thought all sincere. 
Ini. His grief was undissembled ; but your charms 


me wrought his love to rage. 


Mari. If this poor stock 
( artless beauty hath such fatal power, 
When you, Arsinoe, have a daughter born, 
Beg all deformities of shape and face, 
T'insure her quiet from that monster, man; 
«Who, quitting reason, a celestial claim, 


| *To the sweet harmony of souls prefers 


„A little white and red, the airy food 

„of bestial appetite ; and for a cheek, 

Whose transient beauties hardly will outwear 

„The wardrobe of a flower.” [A messenger enters, 
Ness, The king and court | 


| treat your majesty would come, to grace 


The banq uet. 


Niart, No; I'm indispos'd. { Exit Mess. Now, fly, 
aranoe, fly the meditated snare 


* 9 | 
Mich Sohemus will spread; and may your love 


ntie warm smile of fortune flourish fair, 

nitful of victuons joys ; but if the power 

dat with malignant frowns the blooming sweets, 
«ve your destiny of partial rage; 
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Think on the wife, the mother, and the queen, 


Whose heart her host ile troops have long besieg d; 


Think with kind pity on the countless store 
Of Mariamne's woes, and weep no more. Era, 


Enter SaLoME. 


« Fal. 1 thought my heart was arm'd with adum | 


cc Against remorse ; but nature fools me now, 
A faint cold shiv'ring seizeth every limb. 


&« Enter SOHEMUS. 


„My lord, Oh, breathe some cordial to revive 
ce My sick'ning expectation |! 
« Sohe. To defeat 
© Our purpose, fortune, with malicious joy, 
“ Fav'ring the queen, hath snatch'd her from tle 
strcke | 
& Of lifted thunder; but the bolt is hurl'd, 
& And on her head the ruin shall rebound. 
“Her stern refusal to partake the fcast, 
ce In foul suspicion will confirm the king, 
« Absolve us, and to her transfer the crime. 
c With hope attend th' event. 
Sal. On this great hour 
Shine all ye planets, whose malignant rays 
Blast the fair prosp'rous growth of regal power; 
Hark !—Death 's in action; from the banquet 50und 
The music of his triumphs, groans and cries! 


42h. | 


[Exit d. 
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Enter PHERORAS. 


Pher. Give me, good heaven ! to feed on whole. 
some herbs 
In camps, and drink the pure untainted spring; 
Since death in ambush lies in sparkling cups, 
And courtly viands. 
Sal. Why, my lord, so pale ? 


| What strange disorder ends the festival? 
Pzber. Sameas, the wretch whom I preterr'd to > court, 


Design d to poison all. 
Sal. Avert it, Heav'ns! 


| I hope he fail'd. 


Pher. His felon-cheek ne'er chang” d | 
Its colour, when he brought th* impoison'd bowl, 


| With garlands crown'd, and gave it to the king, 


Who, with the fondness of a lover, cry'd 


| He'd not indulge his taste, because the queen 


Refus'd t' adorn the circle; so resign'd 
To Hazeroth the pledge of royal grace. 


| Sudden his lips grew hvid, and discharg'd 


A purple foam, his labouring bosom swell'd, 
His eye-balls like malignant meteors glar'd, 
Unmov'd and ghastly ; as the venom spread, 


| Frightful convulsions writh'd his tortur'd limbs, 


Then mad with anguish, rushing to the fioor, 
He groan'd his soul away. 
Sal, All *scap'd but he ? 
Pher, Had not the villain over Arad the wine, 


| Weall had perish'd, 


F 
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Enter HEROD and SOHEMUS, meeting, 


Herod, Will the queen obey 
Our order, and attend us? 
Sohe. Sir, she comes 
With much reluctance. 


Enter MARIAMUINE. 


Herod. [To Mar.] Did the banquet want 
Variety, or elegance of art, 
T* engage you to partake ? If all our court 
Had been alike abstemious, Death had miss'd 
A rich repast. 

Mari. Death! I can beie the sound: 
IIl fate is grown familiar to my ear. 

Herod. There let it meet your eye. 

She gocs to the door aubich he * 

O'er the black crime 
How white a veil of innccence she throws ! 

Sobe. Her eyes glance indignation, now she finds 
Th' envenom'd dart hath err'd. 

Mari. Poor Hazeroth, 
Thy freedom cost thee dear! 

Herod. You have been just, 


In punishing the traitor's insolence, 


Whom in excess of clemency I spar'd 
Because ally'd to you. 

Mari. Murder'd by me 
So let the tiger sheath his savage fangs, 
And for the mangled fan unplead the roe! 
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o build my frame the forming power infus'd 


Too mild a spirit in too soft a mold, 
{or such barbarian deeds—Who wears the sword, 


That, © flesh'd in slaughter,” levell'd to the dust 


The royal stem whence that poor scion sprung? 
Pointing towards Haz. 

& Who . to death the hoary majesty 

« Of good Hyrcanus? Whose insatiate rage 


Murder d my royal father, and his son? 


Bid fame to late postcrity report 

She destroy d 
fer grandsire, father, uncle, brother, all 

Hr Asmonæan race, and then constrain'd 


Herod to wear a crown. 


Herod. So grac'd, to full 


A nobler victim to her last revenge! 


Mari. Call your brib'd witnesses; they're usc ful paint 
To rarnish acts of arbitrary rage. | 
Herod, Why comes not Sameas? [Exit Sohe. 
Ch, how bless'd am TI, | 
lf Heaven preserves that angel form the scat 
0f innocence and truth! but much I fear 
Too plain conviction; for thy dream reveal'd 
This meditated crime: I heard thee cry, 
Tie king is poison*d—But attend the proof. 


| Re-enter SOHEMUS Wvith SAMEAS. 


dhe. The diamond will confirm your evidence. 
[ Aside, 


tered, Sameas, beware, and tremble to transgress 


F ij 
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The bounds of truth. If one assertion fail 
Of utmost evidence against the queen, 
Thou for a single fiction shalt descend 


42 5 


Quick to the heart of hell. 
That poison'd Hazeroth ? 
Sameas, Arsinoe said | 
She brou ght them from the queen, and much extally 
Their powerful virtue to revive the flames 
Of dying love. 
Mari. Heaven guard my innocence | 
Herod. Haste, call Arsinoe | 
Sohe. Sir, she fled the court 
In great disorder. | 
Herod. How!” Fled ! 
Sobe. The Roman camp 
Protects her guilt. 
Herod. A potion to revive 
The flames of love! Did e'er my passion need 
The wicked power of art to make it glow ? ¶ To Mari. 
«© O'erwhelm'd with black confusion!“ 
Mari. Nlust a dream, | 
The transient image of a troubled thonght, 
Join'd with that villain's frontless perjury, 
Be clear, consum:nate proof t' alarm a fact 
Would make fiends start, and stand in wild amaze, 
« Abstracted from their hate?“ Can he produce 
A promise of rewards, or present bribe 
To fortify this proof? 
Sameas. Arsinoe gave 
This precious token of your future grace. 
| [Shewws a jews, 
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Hrod. Know you this diamond, sorceress ? 

Mari. T is the same | 
You gave me on your birth-day. 

Herod, To be made 


| The lure of death—Oh, foul ! 


Mari. Arsinoe's false 
end, intercept her flight: let her confront 
His evidence; and if they both conspire 
T attaint my innocence 

Herad. My guards !—Secure 


vs; 


[To the Capt. of the Guard. 


That wicked woman with a double guard—— 
« Seize her, I say!“ Hence] hence! 
Mari. Friend, tremble not t' obey 


lis orders; thou *rt a soldier—But, my lord, 
Think not these tears, the frailty of my sex, 
Argue a sense of guilt, or servile hope 


Of moving pity, to retard my doom; 

[ weep not for myself, nor wish to ward 

The blow, whene'er misguided justice strikes: 

But if Je as treasur'd in your heart; 

ror sure you lov'd me once 
Herod, And lov'd too well. 

May all who hate me love as much as I, 


and then be thus requited! 


Mari.“ When I'm dead, 
* Oh, let the stream of dear affection flow 
KRedoubled on my son! to him transfer 


The share I've lost.“ 


wird my cn; and never may the wrong 
F 1 
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His mother bears, obstruct the sweet returns 

Of filial duty, and paternal love 

But may my memory his soul inspire 

To scorn inglorious life, when honour calls 

Greatly to act, or sutier in her cause: 

And think the debt which death is sure to claim, 

A tribute due to virtue and to fame. | 
Herod. Oh, Marianne ! with my getting gun, 

Ill fortune now projects a deeper shade : 


W, ould I, a avere number d with the dead. lden. 1 


—ů — 


— 


ACT V. SCENE 1. 


Enter HEROD and PHERORAS. 


Phereras. 


Taz silent night hath pass'd her sable noon ; 
In mercy to your realm, regard your health, 
Compose yourselt to sleep. | 

Hercd. Bid the wretch sleep, Y- 
Whose limbs, extended on the rack, endure 
The utmost stretch of pain—T suffer more 
More, my Pheroras, more !—The balm of sleep 
Can ne'er refresh these eyes, till the pale hand 
Of Death shall draw their curtains, and exclude 
The busy buzzing swarm of stinging thoughts, 
My bed, the scene of all my blissful hours, 
Of all my tender, chaste, endearing joys, 
Which now have wing'd their everlasting flight, 
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f grown the den of horror and despair. 
«0h, Mariamne! with my setting sun, 


all. fortune now projects a deeper shade: 


«[wish I were as I had never been 
a xumber'd among the dead! 
pher. Let the foul crime 


tze the faithful characters, which love 
luprinted on your heart. 


« Herod, Alas! the pain 


C We feel, whene'er we dispossess the soul 
af that tormenting tyrant, far exceeds 


« The rigour of his rule. 
« Pher, With reason quell 


«That haughty passion; treat it as your slave 


lesume the monarch. 

Herod. Where's the monarch now ?— 
Tie vulgar call us gods, and fondly think 
That kings are cast in more than mortal molds : 
Als! they little know that when the mind 
doy'd with pomp, our taste is pall'd to joy 
hut grows more sensible of grief or pain. 


be stupid peasant with as quick a sense, 
Fnjoys the fragrance of a rose, as I; 


„And his rough hand 1: 2roof against the thorn, 


Which rankling in 2 t-nder skin, would seem 


"A viper's tooth. O, I;3sful poverty 


| Murs, too partial, to thy Ot assigus 


ita, freedom, innocence, and don ny peace, 
lier real goods : and only mocks the creat 
With empty paygeanty ies! Had I been born 
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A cottager, my homely bowl had flow'd 

Secure from pois'nous drugs; but now my wife. 
Let me, good Heaven, forget that guilty name, 

Or madness will ensue. Oh, hence! [ Ex, Phe, 


| Entcr HiGn-PRIEST. 
At this late hour, 
When only discontented spectres roam 
In moon-light walks ; or yet more anxious men, 
With pangs of agonizing passion torn, 
Accuse their stars ; and with their sorrows make 
The midnight echoes mourn ; at this late hour, 
What discords break the virtuous harmony 
Which wont to reign within thy pious breast ? 

High-Pr. O, that, my royal lord, that which wi 

Spread 

O'er Palestinc the blackest veil of woe, 
That ever nation wore ! Forgive my zcal, 
Which breaks through courtly forms, to execute 
The heavenly ofice which my order claims. 
Peace is my province; and I prostrate beg, 
By all your public and domestic joys ! 
By the dear offspring of your royal bed! 
By all that merits your regard, release 
Your injur'd qucen! 

Herod. Have you not heard her crime ? 
Shall resume a sorceress to my breast, 
Who unprovok'd, with black infernal hate 
Attempted our perdition * No ! 
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Her gentle goodness ne'er could break the band 
of nature, and the stronger ties of love 
Herod. Thirst for lier husband's blood — 
lioness 
Is kinder to her mate. 
Higb-Pr. It cannot be: 
dome wretch hath sold his mercenary soul, 
T xccuse her without cause. 
Herd. Ts all our court 


| Combin*d in perjury ? They all condemn 


Her execrable deed. 


| Hih-Pr, Their tongues are tun'd 
To what they think delights the royal ear: 


« In this confusion, should a comet rise, 
They 'd cry, the queen hath set the world o "fire ! * 


Vouchsafe her audience, Sir; hear her defence 


With cool impartial reason; error oft 


| A4sumes the shape of truth, „and the wild eye 


Of passion rarely can at first discern 

Ih imposture in disguis2.” Let not your heart, | 

Where late her beuten image was insarin'd, 

le now immur'd with marble from her prayer ! 
Orended Heaven with pitying ear accepts 

The sighs of penitents, and freelier grants 

Access when soonest sought. 
Herad. Did she request 

admittance to me ? 


gb. Pr. Yes; with such an air 


f grief ennobled with mac stic grace, 
With such undaunted fortitude of mind, 
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Soft ned with pensive sweetness in her eyes, 
That speaks her wrong' d; none but a soul as whit 
As new. born innocence, could shine so clear 

On the dim verge of death.—My gracious lord, 
Forgive the frailties of forgetful age ! 

She took this ruby bracclet from her arm, 
Which on this anniverse she wont to wear 

In sweet remembrance of the nuptial morn, 
When first you ty'd it on : Restore, she cry'd, 
This pledge of fond affection to the king; 

Tell him, howe'er unkind, I've yet deserv'd 

To wear no other chain than this of love 


Then wept a tender show'r. [Herod takes the bracily, g 


Herod. The time hath been, 
I'd not have seen my Mariamne drop 
One precious tear for all the radiant mines 
The womb of earth contains; but now ker heart 
Is chang'd, and so must mine Vet if she crars 
To see me now, give orders: let the guard 
Conduct her to me. [ Exit Herol. 
High-Pr. Now with speedy flight, 
Descend, celestial ministers of peace, 
Who kindle virtuous ardour, and preside 
O'er nuptial vows ; aid with auspicious zeal, 
The firm re- union of those royal hearts: 
And never from your charge remove, 
Till death's commission'd to divide their love! [Ext 


Enter Sontrtus and SALOME. 
Soße. Thus far with fate to friend, and greatly fr 
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With bright ambition, we've pursu'd the path 
2s white | To glory; and with swift and easy steps, 


Fo | Asproach the summit of imperial power. 
rd, Sal. But should the king's enfeebled soul relent, 


And pardon Aariamne ? 
Kobe. She II disdain 
To re- ascend the throne, or owe her life 
Jo low submission: for the stubborn sense 
d, ok genuine virtue in a royal mind, 
I Ver softens with affliction; but becomes 
Tax more obdurate, when it once hath griev'd; 
" | As metals after melting harder grow. 


Enter SAMEAS. 


_ Sameas; thou best of friends! thy wish'd 


approach | 
ext by instinct I perceivd; ©* thy influence spreads 
 crars Uke rich pertumes, which, tho invisible 


„ Netresh the sense. 


it Herod, | & Janes. Madam, I hop'd my art 
„Had well deserv'd a jewel of your own, 
* P engage my service: 't was too politic 
© To feigu a ſavour but to serve Our cause, 
hen the nice article of proof « Came on. 


“al. Conteinn that worthless pebble; we re 
| intent 
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Sal. What may'st thou mean ? 

Sameas. Th' High-Priest hath won the king 
To see the queen to night. 

Sohe. Impossible | 


Sameas. But now I met him speeding cross the 


court ; 
Round him a rabble of her menial owe es 
Ran big with joy. 
Sobe. Confound his holy craft !- | 
Fortune at once rolls back the bounteous flow 
Of hope, and leaves us gasping on the shore. 


I'll doit. 
Sameas. What, my lord What must we do? 
Sobe. Why—sufter greatly, since we cannot act 

Thy part remains to persevere, tho' racks 

Strain every sinew smaller than the threads 
Which form a spider's web. —Ne'er hope for grace, 

Saðcas. I II risk the event and go 


Sche. To hell! 


To hell! poor tim'rous wretch,“ and tell the deri | 


[ 1: the struggle Sameas wwrests the dagger ou! of Sohm; 
hand; and in falling backward he «tribes it in 
Saline s Zosom, and dies. 
Princess ador'd and lov'd ; Oh !—speak ! 
Sal. Death! Death! 
Save me, O Sohemus, from that black troop 
Ok grizly shapes, © which in fantastic dance 


% Frisx round, and call me hence.''—9, kid k | 


Vain, 
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A fiery whirlwind bears me from thy arms 
| To seas of boiling sulphur; the blue waves 
Receive me to their bosom.——Down ! deep deep 
[ She diet. 


Enter HEROD and PHERORAS, with Attendants. 


| Herd, What hideous sound of shrieks and dying 


groans 


\ Fcho'd from hence, as if by violence 


A soul had left her mansion unprepar'd ! 
Pher, Horrors ! our sister dead ! 
Kobe. That villain came 
In all the gestures of extreme degpair; 
Crying she brih'd him to accuse the queen; ; 
And having heard Arsinoe would return 
To null his evidence, rage and remorse 
Urg'd him to plunge the dagger in her breast, 


And then he pierc'd himseif. 


Herd. O, Salome! 
* The jarring elements xhich compos'd thy frame, 
Made thee aspiring, turbulent and bold: 
In others woe was thy supreme delight; 
and most against my queen thy malice aim'd 
Her venom' d Shafts ; but now thy guilty blood 
Will quench the flames, which thy infernal torch 
read o'er the harvest of my nuptial joys. 
Sthe, How blind, alas! to fate, is the dim eye 


| Of dull mortality ! 


Herad. O, Sohemus ! | 
Atwiliing horror freezcth every vein, . 
G. 


[ Pointing to Sameas's body, 
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While I review the precipice of fate, 

Where late I stood perplex'd ; but one step mom 
Had plung'd me in th' abyss of endless woe, 

« A most consummate wretch!—But here she come; 


Enter MARIAMNE in @ mourmng habit. 


« Welcome as night with sweet refreshing shade, 
«© And balmy dews, to the faint traveller; 
« Who journies o'er a waste of burning sands, 
«© With painful steps and slow 
« She hath no vengeful appetite to glut, 
c With such sad spectacles.“ 
[ Exeunt all but Herod and Mariam. 
Herad. Approach, my queen 
Thou dearest miracle of Nature's hand, 
Adorn'd with all perfections! 
Mari. Dare you trust 
Your murd'ress near you? 
Herod. Thy soft innocence 
Was form' d to kill with darts of keen desire; 
I beg those pleasing wounds: approach, my fair! 
Heaven's! at the sight of that celestial face, 
Each savage passion from the soul retires; 
As wolves forsake the fold, when first the sun 
Flames o'er the eastern hills. Oh! thus, thus, thus 
I'll clasp thee ever to my heaving breast! 
Thus on thy lips in glowing rapture seal 
A firm eternal union of our souls! 
Mari. In vain !——They who dissoly” 4 the firs, 
have power 
To cancel this, 
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'  Herdd. Disraiss that groundless fear; 
ameas and Salome are now no more: 
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They ve punish'd their own guilt, and the last breath 
of faction spoke thy virtue greatly wrong'd. 
Mari. But the same judge survives, whose credulous 
ear : | 


| Drank all that perjur*d malice could infuse. 
| « You, who condemn'd me for the blackest crime, 


« On evidence too counterfeit and light 


o cheat an idiot's eye, betray'd a will 


| * My life or honour.” 


« Dispos'd to credit every feign d report; 

« Whene'er malignant passion shall provoke 
« Other artificers of fraud, t' assault 

- 

Herod, That unkind reproach 


I Would change to soft compassion, had you felt 


the his 


| Thestings of sorrow which transfix'd my soul, 


When first you were accus'd: I would not bear 
duch agonics again, for all the crowns 
Which &'er ambition sigh'd for. 
Mari. To yourself 
You owe whate'er you suffered; and your pain 
Was but the fancicd torture of a dream: 
but wounds of honour bleed for ever new; 
Ther anguish is sincere ! My fame must bear 


| The blast of censure, and the letter” d spleen 


Of future story. 
Herod. No! thy fame ol shine 
More bright, emerging from this short eclipse: 


The marks of envy give dictinguisl" d grace 
Gy 
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To virtue; as indented scars adorn 
The soldier's breast. 2 

« Mari. I wish my innocence 
&© Wanted that mark of honour, which the tongue 
% Of malice will miscall the brand of guilt. 

© Herod, The whitest ermin on her skin may ber 
& An accidental spot; yet none accuse 
“ Her native purity, but call the stain 
© The crime of fortune.” To the doubtful world 
My edict soon will vindicate thy fame; | 
Lodge that, and all thy cares, within my breast; 
Where every gesture, word, and look inspire 
The spirit of purest love. 
Mari. For which I weaw 

This livery of death——It suits the day 
Which gave me to your arms ! 

Herod. But now, disrob'd 
Of those sad weeds and every gloomy thought, 
Smile like an angel breaking from a cloud; 
While peace, and joy, and ever- young desire 
Attend thee to my bed, each wedded pair | 
Shall make our bliss the measure of their vows!” 

Mari. Your bed! the tiger shall as soon persuade 
The hunted deer to harbour in his den, — 

Herod. Damp not my glowing passion with a thougt 
Of separation. Did our dates extend 
« To the same length the giant-race enjoy'd, 
When nature yet was young, I then Should de 
The sad idea of our last divorce : 
Tho' sure that many smiling centuries 
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| © As ſiends would be, should the meridian sun 
glare on their black abodes? | 


27. MARIAM NE. 77 


4 Would roll twixt death and us!“ O! did thy love 


But equal mine, we'd each in other live 
$0 join'd, that when fate strikes we both might fall— 
Id not survive thy doom. 
Mari. Nor can I yours. 
Herod. The words are what I wish ; but ill explain a - 
By that stern look and haughty voice. 
Mari. Enquire 


of that domestic oracle, your heart; 
ll that resolves not the mysterious sense, 


Ask Sohemus 
Herod, Confusion! 
Mari. Do you start, 
With sudden rays of dawning truth amaz'd, 


Here. Can neither words, 


Vor actions ought avail; but must disdain 


Repay my generous passion? Is thy rage 
Grown so 1mplacable, no tender proofs 
Are prevalent t' assuage it? 

Mari. T was a proof 


of tender love, to doom me to the sword 


By such an order, as barbarian hate 
« Would only dictate in the rage of war; 
* And with that engine of clandestine deat”? 
Jo arm the malice of my foe profess'd—— 
on Sohemus you safely might rely, 
To send me soon to mingle with your dust. 
Hered. Oh, villain! perjur'd vilain to betray 
G 11 
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That charge on which depended all my peace 
On which his life depended !—Nothang less 
Than the damn'd witchcraft of thy wicked charms, 
Could tempt him to the very cave of Death, | 
To waaton with his darts. Tear him, ye fiends 
To that false cheek dissembling nature gave 
The blush of virtue, for a veil to lust. 
He breath'd that fatal secret to thy ear | 
In amorous murmurs, when the slave was grown 
Frantic with ecstasy- 
Mari. My fame deſies 

Th' envenom'd breath of slander ; all my hours 
Have kept severest virtue for * guard. 
But I presage, offended” heaven prepares 
To punish that excess of virgin- love, 
By which betray'd, I gave my nuptial vow, 
Against the solemn sanction of our law, 
And to an alien's care transferr'd the charge 
Of pure religion ; who, to flatter Rome, 
Neglects her altars, and her faith profanes. 
Herod. Guards take her hence ! [Guards enter, 
No foolish fond remorse 
Shall now delay my vengeance !— 

= [Te Guards lead of Mariamne. 
Love, farewell ! Hence, hence, I Say ! 
Rather than doat on her polluted charms, 
My sword shall rip the passion from my heart, 
Adultery Le violated heav'ns, 
Dart the red lightning wing'd with tenfold rage, 
To blast th' adultress ! © Why did ye forbear 
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« To rivet closer with hot thunder-bolts 
«The serpents twisted in the folds of lust?“ 


Enter PHERORAS. 


| P)eroras, Oh!— Ten thousand rebels arm ; 
ref, horror, shame, distraction — they besiege 


The poor soul wav'ring in the fort of life, 
And wishing to surrender! Thy kind sword 


Night end this insurrection— Dar st thou strike? 


[ Points to his breast, 
Pher, Heaven shield from violence that sacred breast! 
«Fear, guilt, despair, and moon- struck phrenzy rush 
« On voluntary death: the wise and brave, 


„When the fierce storms of fortune round them roar, 


Combat the billows with redoubled force: 


Iden, if they perish ere the port is gain'd: 


"They sink with decent pride; and from the deep 


Honour retrieves them, bright as rising stars.“ 


(ill reason to your aid, and with your friends 
Divide your care. Doubt not but Sohemus | 
Herd, Thou nam'st the very scorpion which hath 
stung 
Tie centre of my heart. 
Pler. Then make his blood 
him for the wound. 
fled. The wound admits no cure. 
Nr reason, nor the healing hand of time, 
Caring relief. 


But, heaven inspire my heart, 
kciore it breaks, with new devis'd revenge, 
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Fqua to that perfidious villain's crime 
Were his approaches frequent to the queen, 
When I was absent? 

Pher. No; he ever stood 
The distant object of her hate. 

Herod. With ease | 
They might clude your eye; but Salome 
And Samens sure were conscious of their crimes; 
For which he murder'd both, and she prepar'd 
The poi nous bowl for me. But from that slave, 
Tortures shall wring the truth I dread to know, 
decure him for the rack; and let the queen 
Drink the same fatal drauglhit che drugg'd for me: 
Instant, with her own deathful art destroy 
«TW artificer of death. Oh, Mariamne! 


«© Why wauldst thou wrong my honour and my lot, 


„And urge this dirsful doom?“ Exit Pherdts, 
Enter FLAMINIUS. 
My Roman friend! 1 5 
Your un-xpetted visit finds my court 
In wild disorder. 
Flaum. Sir, the queen's desire 
To see the prince, occasion d my return 
At this uncomtly hour. 
Herod. Few hours have pass'd, 


Since you behe!d me in triumphant state: 

Now like a meteor from a summer eky, 

Ingloriously In fall'n! | 
Flaum. Buuiali despair, 
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Ny queen! my wife! the jewel of my sou! 
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And all her gloomy train: doubt not but fate 
In her large volume Still for you reserves 


| Apage, as full of glory as the past. 


Herod, Glory, Flaminius! 


Will an empty name, 


Achining bubble, which the vulgar breath 


of thoughtless crowds can swell for whom they please, 
Fer recompense the loss I must sustain ? 


Fam. Mercy 's the brightest ornament of power; 
And now most needful to prese rwe your peace. 


Herod, Justice must be * mercy She must die !— 
de must 


Flom. But, sir, t is safer much to shieath 
The sword of justice, since the desrin'd blow 


| Vilchiefly wound yourself. Without your queen, 


Your palace, though with gay retinue throng'd, 
Wil seem a savage desart. * You must view 


he mother blooming in your beautedus child 


* Nor feel a father's joy. Each object here 

* Will rouze the sad remembrance of the blis3 

* You once possess'd with her.“ IIow will you wish 
for that 8weet converse, when the smiling hours 

Dinc'd to the music of her heav*nly voice, 

and the short years were lost in dear delight! 

bit when her charms are silent, dismal change 

dor sullen time on raven- wings will fly 

lewy and black ! around you then you'll see 

Yeur son, your nobles, and domestics ne d; 


For each, as their peculi. ir grief shall urge 


With pensive silence will upbraid tic ow 
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Of em other, 


A wife! the best, the loveliest of her sex, 
And late the best-belov'd! in the full pride 
Of summer- beau: 5. like a poisonous weed, 
ern flom the earth, and by her husband's hand 
D 5 Cast TT wither in the grave! 
de would force from rigour”s flinty ee 
Evin tears of Dod. | [ Veet. 
lem. Oli, sir, reſlect, if thus 
we rectal wounds your fancy now, 
A ot more dreadful pain may pierce your heart! 
T ove 757 once more revive—=v.un hopcless love! 
Ven the dear obj ct of your longing soul 
Lies rowd ring in the dust. If so, the wretch 
* N 8 buried in a trance, returns to life, 
& An walks distracted o'er 0 rattling bones 
„Of his dead ratiers, in the dreary vault 
& Less horror feels, than . remorse will raise 
Within your breast... 

Herod. On, Maruumne! lost, 
To love for ever lost! to love and me! 
but jealousy, 


slave too long 
hat yellow fend, hath dipp' 4 the torch in gall, 
Ind now 't will N t no more! 


7 


Foam, If the queen *s false, 


I've liv'd love's 


My wife hath been oſficious to her crimes, 
And shares in the pcliution, Let her plea 


Be heurd, and if she fails in her defence, 
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II dlay her at your feet. 
[Flaminius goes sul, and returns immediately ⁊ t 
Arsinoe.] 
Herod. As heavenly peace 
| May sooth your anguish a? the Hour of death, 
« When the flutt'ring soul 
| «Prepares to wing her last eternal flight,“ 
Assist my quiet, and resolve my doubts 
Was Sohemus admitted to the queen 
. Whilst I was gone to Rhodes? 
fri. Never, my lord ! 
Herod, Never |! 
Arni. His name 's offensive to her car; 
And for his person — no antipathy 
In nature can be stronger. | 
Hlerod. So I thought; 
But such fictitious arts too oft conceal 
Criminal correspondence: they might write; 
And doubtless did. e | 
Aru. That commerce could not *scape 
My notice, who, by constant duty bound, 
Waited so near the queen. 
Herod. What if she saw? 
Her interest then, and now her fears prevails 
Io seal the lips of truth. 
Fam. Sir, not the frown 
Of majesty, nor brandish'd thunder awes 
A Roman spirit (such I hope she bears), 
To make it start from the plain tracks of truth, 
and deviate into falscood, 
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Hero. Can the queen 
Pierce to the close recesses of the ul ? 
« Are thoughts there visible, like the children's toy 
« Kept in a crystal house?” Does she retain 
Demons, to sit secure from mortal sight, 
In princes* cabinets, to learn the sum 
Of secret councils? Told they this decree: 
If Cœsar, to revenge the sacred faith 
I heid with Antony, should to the sword 
Sentence my head, that hers should likewise fall, 
« Lest the proud successor who seiz'd my throne, 
« Shouid triumph in my bed ?*”—No, that resolve 
A carnal fiend imparted, and she paid 
His service with her honour ! 
Ars. Royal sir, 
Her honour is nblemish'd; 
Transfer to my ofticious zeal 
That fatal secret. 
Herod. How! Did Sohemus 
Impart that most important charge to you? 
Ars. To me his vows of love were then addrex'; 
Which, when disdain'd, wi more persuasive force 
To recommend his passion, he reveal'd 
Tue dæeadful mandate left in trust; and swore, 


all the blame 
I told 


That if you perish'd by the sword of Rome, 
My love alone was ransoin for the life 
Of my Gear royal mistress. 
Her ed. Fly, Oh, fly, 
Swift 23 the cherub to preserve his charge ; 
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| Enter PHERORAS. 
| Sochemus 5 
| &cur'd for torture? 


| Herod. Too far confiding in that traitor's skill 


| from year to year, by many a cruel deed ; 


"Bf marks of desolation.”* 


Pher. Sir, he took th' alarm, 

And fled for safety to the royal tow'r; 

The portal forc'd, the soldiers found him fall'n 

Onhis self-slaught'ring sword, stretch'd on the ground, 
welt ring in blood; he speechless there expir'd. 


nuts of rule, he so misus'd my power, 
That distant story may record my reign 


« the wild progress of a storm 1s trac'd 


lier MARIAMNE Supported by the High-Priest and 
NarBAL; ARSINOE following awith the young Prince. 
Hlew'ns avert 
Tie bodings of my soul ! I fear the queen=—— 
H. Pr. Oh, sir | 
tered. Ha! say'st thou 
H. Pr. A few moments more 
Vil rank her with the dead. 
| 45. Ere I arriv'd x 
Tie deadly draught was giv'n, which soon will end 
le sense of all her woes. 
Herod, And all my oys 
db, call, call our physicians ! now let art 
hurt her saving power, or ever prove 
lee minister of death 
3 


26 MARIAMNE, 481. | 
Mari. The venom 's spread 
Too far for art. 


Herod. Oh, wish to live, and heav'n 
Will crown thy wish with life! Heav'n will be jut 
To that bright innocence which I have wrong'd; 
Wrong'd with excess of love, to fury wrought. 
Oh, wretch, wretch, wretch ! 
Mari. Death 's welcome, now I hear 
My innocence avowd. 

Herad. I, I, whose life 
Was bound with thine, by striving to secure 
Thy beauties all my own, have kill'd the dove 
I fondly grasp'd too close! Oh, see, she 's pale! 
Take, take, ye powers, my life to lengthen hers! 
Chain me, ye furies, to your burning wheel ! 


Whip me ten thousand years with scorpions ther, 


To save her life 
Mari. I pity and forgive 
Vour violence of passion, which hath * 
The ruin of us both. 
Herod. I ill deserve | 
Thy pardon or thy pity—Yet vouchsafe, 
'Thou fairest pattern of transcendent goodness ! 
Vouchsafe thy wretched lord a last embrace, 
Whose soul is ready wing'd to wait on thine. 
Oh, bless the dying penitent with peace, 
The moments which remain!“ 
Mari. Good heav'n insure 
Eternal peace to both ! 
Herod. Thou shalt not die— 


[They nie: | 
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Thou art too young, too faultless, and too fair, 


| To fall a prey to death. 
Mari. The thick'ning Shades 


O'er-spread my swimming eyes Where is my child ? 
Bring him, poor babe! to take a parting kiss 
farewell I'm now at peace.” [be dies. 
H. Pr. In that soft sigh Df | 


| © The gentle spirit soar'd. 


| « Arti. Oh, dead, de-d, dead! 


Fate, thou hast done thy worst. [ He faints. 


Pher. My royal brother! Oh !—— 
% Nar. My gracious lord 
H. Pr. Good heav'n restore to wretched Palestine 


| Her sole support and grace! 


Herod. What minister a himself. 


| Ofthis dark realm art thou?—If t is thy post 


= 


— 


| To guide the dead through this disastrous gloom, 
Lead to that mournful mansion, where the ghosts 


Of those abide, whom fatal beauty sent 

Untimely to the sbades See, see, she soars |— 
How bright a track she leaves along the sky; 

And looks wit e pi.y down! Oh, see, she rests 
On the soft fleece of yonder purple cloud, 


Where angels fan her with their golden plumes! 
| Stay, Mariamne, stay. [He inks into their arms. 


Pher. Oh, from his face 


| Theblush of life retires ! 


% Nay. His bosom heaves 


| © With strong convulsive throes.” 


H ij 
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Flam. Raise him, my lords. 
Herod. Alas, forbear! ye but prolong che paint 
Of lab' ring nature Let me sink to peace | 
„ And mayoblivion cast her sable veil 
c Oer my sad story, and conceal the crimes 
« Of majesty misled.”” My urn, alas! 
Can hope for no compassion: when the doom 
Of my dear, lovely, virtuous queen is told, 
The tears will freeze on Pity's gentle cheek, | 
And not bedew my ashes——To your care Jo fn. 
Receive this royal orphan, and implore 
Czsar's protection to preserve his crown: 
And when, mature in manhood, he receives 
A consort to his throne, may every grace 
And every virtue join, to make her stil'd 
The Mariamne of th* admiring age; 
« May sweet complaisance, honour, dear esteem, 
% And mutual faith cement their mutual joys!” 
But ever may he shun too fond excess, 
«© That soft, seducing impotence of mind.” 
By which subdu'd, his wretched father fell, 
Led by imperious love, a tortur'd slave, 
To the sad refuge of an early grave. Dis. 
Flam. Oh, may oblivion cast her sable veil 
Oer this ad story, and conceal the crimes 
Of majesly misled ; 
Who, by the force of jealousy o er- tbroaun, 
Tarnsh'd his — and disgrac'd his throne ! 


[Exeunt Omnes | 


THE END. 


